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ON SEVERAL 


OCCASIONS 


1 
SAMUEL WESLEY, A. M. FP 
Mas rER of Blundell's School at Tiverton, Devon. 


Sometime STUDENT of Chriſi-Church, Oxford; and near 
Twenty Years UskER in V. eftminſter-School. 


_-\.-.;-1--} 
Dixero quid, ft forte jocoſius hoc nrhi juris 


Cum venid dabis, inſuevit pater optimus hoc me, | 
Ut fugerem exemplis vitiorum queque notande. Ho. 
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Printed for the AurHoR by E. Say in Warwick Lane, 
and ſold by S. Bix r at the Bible in Ave-mary Lane. 
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FEarl of Oxford and Earl Mortimer. 
My LORD, . 
HE invariable FA VO UR which Your | 


LoxpsHiy has expreſſed for . eftminſter- 

School, a Place no Power can hinder me from 
loving, would have determined me to deſire the 
Honour of the ſame Patronage, even though 1 
a 2 CPC 


i DEDICATION. 2 | 
had not been influenced by ſuperior Conſiderations, 


| : ſuch as I. ſhall never be afraid to glory 1 in, while 
{ Ir retain any Memory of Duty towards one of the 


1 beſt Sovereigns, or f Eſteem for one of the 
+ greateſt Miniſters our Nation ever enjoyed ; a 
FP Miniſter, who extorted publick . A \pplauſe from his 
; bitterelt Enemies, and who, 1 in his loweſt Ebb of | 
Fortune, feared the mightieſt Thirſters for his Blobd — 
much leſs than he was feared by them. 

The hereditary Regard for Learning, and the 
Seats and Profeflors of it, which deſcends to Your 


[ LorD$SH1P from fo excellent a Father, makes 


. - S *. Po . 2 r 8 1 8 
F WWW 13 r 


8 REES I EG 7; 
> F 


me hope even the following POE Ms will not be 
altogether unacceptable ; eſpecially ſince they are 
chiefly calculated to promote the trueſt J ntereſts of 
| Mankind, Religion and Virtue : for that is a 
Merit I ſhall never give up, as I ſhall never claim 
any other : As far as the Intention reaches, they 
are not quite undeſerving the nobleſt Patron. 


Tis 


DEDICATION ii 

'Tis with ReluQtance I wave the Mention of 
many Perſonal Obligations: received from Your 
LoRDSHIP; but I can by no means reſiſt this 
Opportunity of returning my Acknowledgments 
on my Father's Account, who is paſt expreſling 
his own Gratitude on Earth, being now happy 
in that World which alone is worthy of Him. 
Neither Obſcurity of Condition, nor Diſtance of 
Place, could prevent Your LOoRDSHIT from 
diſtinguiſhing and encouraging a worthy Clergy- 
man in his indefatigable Searches after Truth, 
and his unfaſhionable Studies in Divinity; which 
perhaps might have been left unfiniſhed without 
that Encouragement : And it will be no ſmall | 
Recommendation of the Work itſelf, that its 


AU THOR was favoured and approved by an 
EARL of OXFORD. 


That Your LO RDS HI may continue a 
Bleſſing and Ornament to Vour Country, eminent 
. 


* 


: 
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DEDICATION. 


for ſtricteſt Honour in publick, for unſpotted Pro- 
bity in private Life; ſtedfaſt and unwearied in 
every good Work; and after a venerable old Age, 
crown'd with all the prof perity of this mortal 
State, may enjoy the eternal Felicity of a better; 


is, and ſhall be the ſincere Prayer of, 


My LORD, 
Your LoRDsHiP's moſt Datiful, 
 Obliged, and Obedien 


Humble Servant, 


S. WESLEY. 
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. * the following Pieces ſhould meet with any 


courteous Reader among thoſe who are Stran- 
gers to the Writer, it is proper He ſhould be 
informed, that it was not any Opinion of Excel- 
lency in the Verſes themſelves that occaſioned their 
preſent Collection and Publication, but merely the 


Profit propoſed by the Subſcription. 


expet? ſeveral Things of quite a different Nature 
from any they will here find; But as the Sheets 


Propoſals, there is more reaſon to fear that the 
6e Judges will blame the Book for being ſo long, 
3 rather than cenſure it for being no longer. 


oY 


The 


It is obvious to ſuppoſe that many People may 


have exceeded the Number engaged for in the 


. 
, Ys 


F lo che READER A 8 
Ae Author hopes E body who brows him thinks 
Bin L 0 ndutifulneſs 70 his E arthly. Sve 
beigen, or % Treaſon againſt the King of Kings: 
and whatever Ludicrous Copies may be attributed to 
him by common Fame, if they do not tranſorefs 


thoſe Bounds, how ſevere ſoever upon perticujar 


Crimes, he neither owns nor diſowns them; — Fear 


was made for the Guilty only; or, as HaMLET 


better expreſſes it in a Scrap of an old Song, 


Why let the ſtrucken Deer go weep, 
The Hart ungalled play. 


Pere are a few Verſes in this ColleSion, which 
” Author of the reſt cannot lay claim to as his 
own ; for the Inſertion of which, if the Writers 
will pardon, He is perſuaded ths Readers will 
mi _— lon to thank him. 
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HYMN to GOD the FATHER. 


— LY 


'AIL, Farus Rl. whoſe. creating Call 
Unnumber'd Worlds attend 


I | J E H O V A H 1 comprehending all, ior 2 


Whom none can comprehend. 
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unexhauſted Love. 


£ 


An everlaſting Gov | 


» 


The Fountain of the Godhead om d, 
And foremoſt of the Three. 


rag” 
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FATHER Thou, 
ite diſplay d to Worlds above, 


By wond rous 


) 


% 


whom thro? an Eternal 


- 
— 
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- © Supreme and All-ſufficient Gon, 
When Worlds, created by thy Nod, 
Shall periſh by thy Fire. 


-- 
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The Son 
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or 


* a 
| * 
4 
= : F 5 
F * 
. 
MM 
ON - 
— ano vs © A os . OE 1 i 
| * 
— — Ix vrenrys 
— — = — 
0 — —— — — * - 
. A CAO Ron) cute mates * 1 "a — —— . . W * : 
| * 8 
. a_ _ _ = — „ — — — 
= | | 8 — - WR 2. 
— — 
3 —— —ͤ— Ee. 3 — — — — —— = — 
— . ³⅛ et Pens . ˙1 — — 2x 8 = 
— — — —— i . ny b * — — . . by . 
Ou —_ — — — — — = — oe — 


And each exalted Seraph Flame, 


P oO BE 
1 . 
Thy Name, JzHovan! be adord 
By Creatures without end! 
Whom none but thy eſſential Word 
And Spirit comprehend. 


An Hymn to God the Sox. 
= Gon e Sox! in Glory crown'd, 
Eer Time began to be, 


Thron'd with thy Sire, through one : Hall-round | 
Of wide Eternity 


Let Heav'n and Earth, ſtupendous Frame, 7's 


Diſplay their Author's Pow'r, 


Creator, Thee adore. 
BA 


Whoſe wondrous Love the Gu as! 


Contracted to a Span; 
The Co-eternal Son of Gon, 
The Mortal Son of Man.. 
41 IV. To 


i... nA 


ren 
To ſave Mankind from loſt Eſtate, 
Behold his Life- blood ſtream 
Hail, LoRD! Almighty to create, | 6 
Almighty to redeem !_ | RS 
The Mediator's Godlike Sway 1 
His Church below ſuſtains, 
Till Nature ſhall her Judge ſurvey, 
The King Mzs814an reigns. 
VI. 
Hail, with eſſential Glory crown'd, 
When Time ſhall ceaſe to be l 
Thron'd with thy Father, through the "EY 
Of whole Eternity 
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An Hrmn to Gop the HoLY-Ghosr. 
1. 
AIL, Hoty-Guosr! IEHOVAHIU Third ; 
In Order of the Three, . 
Were from the Parkzx and the Worn 
From all Eternity 5 


IT. Thy 


POEMS 
"= Thy Godhead brooding o'er th' Abyſs 
Of formleſs Waters lay 5 


Spoke into Order all that i, We 
And Darkneſs into Day. | 
„ 
In loweſt Hell, or Heaven's Height, 
Thy Preſence who can fly ? | {1 
Known is the Father to thy Sight, | = 
The Depths of Deity. 9 
1 ; "i 
4 | Thy Pow'r through IE s v's Life diſplay d, 
Quite from the Virgin's Womb, 
Dying, his Soul an Off ring made, 
And rais d him from the Tomb. 
V. 
God's Image, which our Sins deſtroy, 
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Thy Grace reſtores below, 
; And Truth and Holineſs and Joy 
From Thee their Fountain flow.. 


VI. Hail, 
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3 
Hail, Hol Y-GHOSTI IJ EHOVAHI Third 
In Order-of the Three, 


Thron d with the FA THER and the Wor, 
Through all Eternity! 


\ An Hymn to the TRINITr, 


Three Perſons and One Gov. 
„ 
H AILI Holy, Holy, Holy, Loxp! 
Be endleſs Praiſe to Thee 
Supreme Eſſential One, ador'd 
In Co-eternal Three. 
| « 
Enthron'd in everlaſting State, 
Fer Time its Race began ! 
Who join'd in Council to create 
The Dignity of Man! 
III 
Thou FATHER, Sox, and HoLy-GnosrT, 
Empow ring to Baptize, 
Reſtor ſt, for earthly Eden loſt, 
An heav'nly Paradiſe. 
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PO E M S. 
IV. 

To whom Is a1ian's Viſion ſhow'd, 

The Seraphs veil their Wings; 

While Thee, IEHOVAEHI Lord and Gop, 
Th' Angelick Army ſings. 

To Thee, by myftick Pow'rs on high, 
Were humble Praiſes giv'n, 

When Joun beheld with favour'd Eye 

T' Inhabitants of Heav'n. 

VI 

All that the Name of Creature owns 
To Thee in Hymns aſpire ; 

May we as Angels on our Thrones 


For ever join the Quire | 
- 
Hail! Holy, Holy, Holy, Lozp ! 
| Be endleſs Praiſe to Thee! 
Supreme Eſſential One, adord 

In Co- eternal Three | 


8 EN S8. 
On HAPPINESs. 


| I. 
HAT art Thou, HApPIN ESS, or where? 


In Mirth, or Wiſdom of the Mind ? 
In Hermit's Peace, or Heroe's War? 
To Cots, or Palaces confin'd ? 
In Friendſhip $ Breaſt, or Beauty's Eye ? 
In Madneſs, or in Piety ? 
| I. 
Did Peace in Rural Shades abide, 
Were Groves and Fields the Seat of Reſt, 
The Conqu'ror puniſh'd for his Pride, 
Thrown Cont Monarch to a Beaſt, 
Had found, when ana in the Field, 
The Bliſs his Palace could not yield. 
. 8 
Whoſe Mind with Lonelineſs can ſuit, 
Who makes in Caves his dark * 
Is unreflecting as a Brute, 
Or ſelf-ſufficient as a God. 


But Care no Deſert can exclude, 
Me haunt ourſelves in Solitude. 
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Miſchance 


5 P O E M S. 
DE, | 
Miſchance can reach the high enthron d, 


Nor Pow'r, nor Fame, can fill the Thou St; 
This weeping ALEXANDER own'd, 
And falling mighty JuLrus taught: 
And who than Julius hopes to riſe 
More brave, or generous, or wile ? 
— 
Tranſported if our Spirits grow, 
f Obeying Wine or Mufick's Call, 
The higher at their Riſe they flow, 
The lower at their Ebb they fall : 
And fineſt Wit affords Delight! | _ 
As ſhort as Light ning, tho as bright. 
VI. 
With Knowledge Sorrows will increaſe, 
If Solouox himſelf we hear: 
And who would graſp at Hopes like theſe, 
And Length of Toil and Watching bear, 
Merely by Length of Toil to gain 
A farther Uſury of Pain ? 


VII. But 


10 P O E M 8. 
Id 
But Friendſhip, that can Fate diſarm, 
Exerts in Life a Pow'r divine; 
Yet often impotent to warm, 
The Meteor can no more than ſhine : 
And nobleſt Friends ſametimes we find 
Are cold, uneaſy, or unkind, 
Love, when mutual Paſſions riſe, 
Sweeteſt Happineſs below;z 
See, the pleaſing Viſion flies, 
See, the End of Joy is Woe | 
Either cloy'd, or elſe but taſting ; 
"Tis not great, or tis not lafting. 
Suppoſe no boding inward Stings, 
Repentant Sighs, or guilty Tears; 
Or Jealouſy, that frequent brings 
Himſelf the Miſchief that he fears : 
Or Falſhood, or fantaſtick Jar, 
Or fainting Swooning of Deſpair. 


X. The 
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Unpointed is the ſharpeſt Thorn, 


P O E M S 
| x 


The Madman, merry Monarch, raves, 
While pleaſing Phrenzy ſooths his Brain; 


He Wars and Revolutions braves, 
Of Fear inſenſible and Pain: 
vet Friends the Lunatick bemoan, 
Curſt in Misfortunes not his own. 
XI. 


Where Picty, celeſtial born, 2 


Her genuine Influence beſtows, 


And brighten'd is the faireſt Roſe. 
She Care from Greatneſs ean exclude, 
And gild the Gloom of Solitude. 

XII. 
Ev'ry Loſs She turns to Gain, 

Joys unclogg'd with Guilt ng” 
Pleaſures void of after-Pain, 

Love well grounded and enduring; 
Knowledge bleſt, preſenting ſtill 


Truth to Wit, and Good to Will. 


B 2 
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Infant lies, 


fl 
To Earth whoſe Aſhes lent, 


ies join, 


What Crouds will wiſh, their Lives below 


POEM 
VII. 
EPITAPR on an Infant. 


not more innocent. 


Bliſs the preſent lacks 
NEAT H a 


Heav'n hereafter will ſupply ! 
And Souls and Bod 
Had been as ſhort as thine | 


Heighten'd Loye liſdains to fly ! 


Tho 


When the Arch-Angel's Trump ſhall ſou 


Lo! the Friend a Brother makes 
More glorious ſhall hereafter riſe, 


Never cloy'd, tho' more than 
Ever great, and ever- 
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| POEM 8. 1 
A Paraphraſe on Pſalm 8. A Pindaric Opx. 
EH OVAHI Sov'reign Gop and Loxp! 
J Suſtaining this created Frame, 
To Nature's utmoſt Bounds ador d; 
How great, how excellent thy Name F 
Thou bid'ſt thy ſacred Glory fly 
Beyond th' Expanſion of the Sky, 
Above the higheſt Heavens, high. 
| dai <3 369995 - a 
Thy Praiſe employs the Seraph's Lays, b CURVE 
Suckling Infants ſhow thy Praiſe bie 
From ſtamm' ring Mouth, at thy Command, 
Strength refiſtleſs is ordain d. 
The Giant Wretch, who dares to cope with Thee, 
- Yields to the meaneſt Child of Piety : 
Unwilling Hearts confeſs th Angi s Hand, 
Nor can the Wiſe object, nor can the Strong withſtand. 
e III. ye 
Thy Pow'r Divine no Limit knows, 
Weakgeſs itſelf obeys thy Call ; 
Still is the Rage of clam'rous Foes, 


And down the proud Avengers fall. | 
Thy 


e wFbmn} 4 #17 wr 
Thy Heavens oft, ſtupendous Round 
In Contemplation I admire, A 
Thoſe Heavens which thy Hands did found; 
The Sun, whoſe unexhauſted Fire 
Dos Light and Heat to Earth oonvey, 
Runs j joyous his commanded Way, 
Unwearied Monarch of the Day.. 
The Moon, who, Regent 4 the Night, 
Shines with delegated Rays 
The Stars which conſtant ſeem to Sight, 
Stars that regularly ſtray) ; 
Which firſt thy plaſtick Will from nothing beovels, 
_ Aſſignd their Stations, and their Courſes taught : 
Diſtinct with Worlds yon. azure Vault appears, 
Seaſons and Days to mark, and guide revolving Years. 
Loxp! what is Man]! amaz'd 1 „ 15 4 3 
Whoſe Mould is Duſt, and Life a pan, n 
That thou regardeſt from on high, N 
With ſuch Reſpect, the Son of Man! 
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Nature, and Nature's God to ſee, 
Mankind, thy Wiſdom did ordain, 
To ſerve his Maker call'd to be, 
But o'er his Maker's Works to reign, 
* Thine awful Image found to bear, 
[ | Thou mad'ſt him with peculiar Care, 
And all the Tzainiry was there. 
| ſhag 
On humble Earth his Seat wras plac'd, 
Than th' Angelick Order lower 
Yet him thy bounteous Mercy grac'd, 
Crown'd with Dignity and Power. 
Nay, midſt the Splendor of the Throne of Cod, K 
Will higheſt Angels, in that bleed Abode, un 
Revere the Nature they excell'd before, 
Ib in d to the Son of Man, the Son of Gov before. 
III. | 
Man governs all things here below, 
They ſerve his Grandeur, or his Need; 
Laborious Oxen drag his Plough, 
And Sheep for his Convenience bleed. 


16 POE M 8. 
| I. : 
Nor only tamer Beaſts we find, 
To Man, their Lord, Obedience yield; 
But ev'ry fierce and ſavage Kind. 
That range the Deſart and the Field. 
Each Monſter upon Africk's Shore, 
2 And captive Lions, while they roar, 
Submit reluctant to his PowWr. 1 f 
Of Birds, the various feather d Race, 
Lightly fleeting through the Sky, 
To him perpetual Homage pays, 
From his Empire cannot fly. 
And Fiſhes that through Paths of Ocean ſtray; bic 
From Shoals that num'rous, ' and that nameleſs play, 
To vaſt Leviathan, diſporting wide, 
Created without Fear, King of the Sons of Pride. 
III. 


IEHOVAEHI Sov'reign Gop and LoRD! 
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Suſtaining this created Frame, 
To Nature's utmoft Bounds ador'd, 
How great, how excellent thy Name ! 


————— Paribus fe egibus ambæ 


Invite Gentes æterna in federa mittant. 
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p R E F A C E. 
To the SECOND EDITION. 


F* HE Firſt Edition of the following Poem was printed more corre#ly than could 
have been reaſonably expected, fince it was publiſhed without the Writer's 
Knowledge, and à great many undeſerved Compliments were paſſed upon him in the 
Preface, ſo that be now is utterly prevented from alledging what. is uſual in 
ſuch Caſes, — the Neceſſity of doing Fuſtice to himſelf, But there is a much better 
| Reaſon for giving the Reader this Ti rouble, which is, the doing uſtics to anot ber. 
Mr. Appr so, in the Guardian, N be 

is the Argument of theſe Stanaas. H e 225 to have written sf in 
the Spirit Pirit of Spencer, upon the ortth , 
which gave the Hint to a meant an 
bas found it much eafier to imitate the Stanza, than the Spivis f that aal 
Poet. 

It would be 4 3 Conferation fir any Man, who nga to eftabliſh' a 
Reputation by Compoſition, to reflect, that a Production of one of our fineſt. Wits 
ſbould be ſo much um knoton to the World, as to be miſtaken for new, and attributed 
70 a wrong Perſon, a little while after it had been diſperſed in looſe Papers in 
Coffee-houſes, nay, and reprinted even with the Author's Name. The Fable was 
plainly intended, as that Great Man's Works generally were, to promote the Intereſt 
of Virtue ; for which very Reaſon, perhaps, it ſunk in Oblivion, while ſeveral other 
Pieces, far leſs valuable, have been more frequently read, and more loudly ap- 
pPlauded. There are never wanting Miſcreants, (vis an authorizs'd Term,) who Ad- 


mire no Dart of Milton ſo much as is Political Proſe, and who would prefer 
a Marvel 20 4 Spencer. 


G-2 | 77 


1 * 


PREFACE 


bh, "Th 10 1 it wil not be thought Arrogance, to have made a fob Alterations in the 
Plan, which ſeems not altogether finiſhed. The War is carried on chiefly by 

| Auxiliaries not belonging to either Sex, though there ſzems a Neceſſity they ſhould 
be either Male or Female, and conſequently they might as well have been muftered 
as ſuch. The Sexes of the Combatants are ſeldom marked; nay, Modeſty, the 
peculiar Character of Women, is called a Hero, which ſuppoſes it a Virtue of the 
Maſculine Gender. The Sexes here are always diſtinguiſhed and maintain their 
own Cauſe; ſince People generally fight their own Battles beſt: For he muſt be a 

conſummate Politician indeed, who by forming Barriers and Alliances can make 
Men more concerned for others than for themſalves. 

There is but one other Change of Mr. AdD1$80N's Expreſſion, which need be 
taken notice of. The Gods and Hymen are left out, and Angels and Marriage 
- ſubſtituted in their Places. As long as the Heathen Polytheiſm was eftabliſbed, 
and according to Hobbs's Definition of Religion, Tales feigned in private were be- 
lieved publickly; thoſe Machines might reaſonably contribute to the Marvelous in 
Poetry, without appearing Monſtrous and Incredible But having been long uni- 
verſally disbelieved, they now tranſzreſs all Bounds of Probability. Beſides, they 
are neceſſarily obſcure to moſt Readers, ſince it requires a competent Share of Learn- 
ing, to underſtand the Allufions to antiquated Fables; not to inſiſt upon what Boſſa 
grams, that the Shell of the antient Allegories was more calculated to do Miſchief, 
than the Moral was to do Service to Mankind, Though tis a very doubtful Point 
whether, generally ſpeaking, the Poetical Fiftions were at firft deſigned to have any 
Moral at all. Neither is it impra#icable to be a compleat Poet upon a Chriftian 
Scheme ;, if any one thinks ſo, let him read Paradiſe Loſt. Yet the Majority of 
2 Poets fland up ftifly for an indefeaſible Right to their old Heatheniſm ; 
and ſome of them A by their Writings to take in the Agenda, as well as 
Credenda, of that No-Religion ; and to be Pagans in Practice, as wel as 
Bilief. 

_ If the following 1 ſoould be peremptorily pronounced to have 3 Poetica 
in them, becauſe utterly deſtitute of Gods and Goddeſſes, the Author will be very 
eaſy upon that Head, if it may be allowed him to have given any Hints not unpro- 
table i for the Conduct of Life. To this End he has expatiated in drawing the 
Chara#ers much farther than was requiſite, meerly with a View to the Battle of 
the Sexes. For he had rather be of ſome Uſe to a ſingle Reader, than, without 
#bat degree of Uſefulneſs, to be en the beſt Poct that ever wrote, 
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9 HO U, for whoſe View theſe Numbers were deſign'd,. 
| I Y A while with Favour, HAMILTON, attend; 
Smile, and begin not now to be unkind, 
But though the Poet pleaſe not, ſpare the Friend. 
And Thou, dear Object of my growing Love, 
Whom now I muſt not, or I dare not name, 8 
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Approve my Verſe, which ſhines if you approve; 
Let giddy Madmen court deluſive Fame; Ca 
Let your Acceptance ſweet o'erpay my Toll; 


Let Age and Rigour frown, ſo Youth and Beauty mull 
II. Of 


T 0 LM 
| II. 
Of Arms, which fierce contending Sexes bore, 
— 1 ſing; and Wars, for Fame and Empire made: 
Deſpotick Man rul'd with tyrannick Pow'r, 
| Obey'd, but with Reluctance ſtill obey'd ; 
With Words his long-diſputed Cauſe he tries, 
But Woman's equal Wit diſdains to yield; 
At length to Arms ungenerouſly he flies, 
As quick the Female takes the profer'd Field ; 
Each their ſuperior Merit to maintain : 
For Man was learn'd and proud, and Woman fair and vain, 
5 II. 
A Plain there was, call d Life, extended wide 
To which a fingle painful Paſſage led, 
With num'rous Outlets plac'd on ev'ry Side ; 
= | Scenes ſmiling fair the Profpedt overſpread : _ 
=  Flourets, and Myrtles fragrant, feem'd to riſe: | 1 
| 1 All was at diſtance fweet, but near at hand | 
The gay Deceit mock'd the defiring Eyes, 
With Thorns, and deſert Heath, and barren Sand. 
Fa Severeſt Change afflicts th' uncertain Air, 
Expo d to Summer Suns, to Blaſts of Winter bare. 


IV. 'T was 


PO E MS. 23 
Twas here each Sex their Field of Battle _ 
The narrow Entrance by Conſent they paſt; 


But enter d, foon their Enmity diſcloſe, 
And to their different Standards march with hafte. 


Before directing Reaſon yet awoke, 
Was Paſſion taught them ev'n in Infant Age, 
While antient Sires the kindling Sparks provoke, 
And warning Dames impertinently ſage. 
Thus either Sex in mutual Feuds combin'd, 
As tho for Wars and Hate by Nature's God deſigu d. 
V. 
Brigades of crafty Neuters how ring lay 
Camp d on the Margin of the ſpacious Plain, 
To wait the doubtful Fortune of the Day, 
And publick Loſs improve to private Gain: 
Deteſted Prudence ! Others, nobler far, * 
. unreſolving March to neither bend, F 
Purpos'd in Friendſhip to compoſe the Jar, 
Or timely Succour to th' Oppreſs d to ſend. 
Here Maxx1acs chaſte, there Loves the Conqu ror lies, 


Adverſe to ranging LusT, and groveling AVARICE. 
VI.. The 


1 
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VI. 
The Women firſt, quick to Revenge, were ſeen 
In ſhining rich enamel'd Arms advance; 
Like antient Spartans, o er the level Green, f 
To breathing Flutes they trod a meaſur d Dance. 
Dreadful to Man ſo moving! Strait in Air, 10 
Male Banners wave, while ſounding Trumpets Breath 
Kindles in martial Breaſts ſtern Love of War, | 
Delib'rate Valour, and Contempt of Death. 
Furious they charge, while Fox rITupE, their Guide, 
Conſpicuous in the Van, his Female Foes defy d. 
VII. 
In freſheſt Pride of Life, and Strength of Vears, 
The Male Battalions worthy to command, 
In Times of Danger unappal'd with Fears, 
A Chieftain ſwiſt of Foot, and ſtrong of Hand; 
Nor tir'd with Labours, nor diſmay'd with Pains, 
Arm'd at all Points, a Stranger to Deſpair, 
-He dreads not Treaſon, and he Force diſdains ; 3 
In bitter Taunts he thus accoſts the Fair. 
By Women charg d, ſhall Warriors back recoil ? | 
Sharp Swords and pointed Spears ſhall feeble Diſtaffs foil? 
VIII. Braurv, 


* 


E O E M 8. 25 
VIII. 
BzauTy, great Gen'ral of the Female War, 
Sprung from the Front with Fo RTI DE tengage ; 
| Too light for Toil her tender Limbs appear, 
Yet ſtouteſt Heroes trembled at her Rage. 
Stiff Ribs of Whale her Coat of Mail compos'd ; 
Compos'd with Art, her taper Waſte: to ſhow. ; -., 
A Bever wrought with black her Helmet clos d. 700 
Which by the Name of Mask the Moderns know. | 
Each Step, each Motion, ſhot an artleſs Grace 
She ſeem d of Conqueſt ſure, ſure een without f 1 
tk - 
The warlike Virgin, and the Hero, choſe | 7 
In diff rent Ways to wage an equal F ight gan] 
With Giant Strength he heaps redoubled Blows; - 
Of Force inferior, ſhe depends on Slight: . 
Eluding furious Strokes by quick Retreat, t. 
Long time ſhe wards, and wary ſhifts * . 5 
At length her Helm his Sword deſcending met, 
And of her ſable Vizard cut the Lace; 
Millions of ſudden Charms diſcover d lye, | 7, 
Her Skin, her Hair, her Brows, her Cheeks, her Lip, ks Phe. 


26 POEM S. 
X. 
Diſdainful Frowns and Smiles alternate riſe, 
Swift to her Cheeks the lovely Crimſon ſtreams, 
While kindling Rage darts Lightning from her Eyes, 
And adds new Brightneſs to their native Beams; 
Nor ſhalt thou boaſt, th undaunted Virgin ſaid, 
Nor am I yet defenceleſs, and o erthrown. 
His forward Foot the ſhrinking Warrior ſtay d, 
Damp'd with reſiſtleſs Fear, till then unknown; 
Th inchanting Voice his utmoſt Nerves unftrung, 
And what her Eyes began, ſhe perfects with her Tongue. 
But Wi1sDo0M next flow-marching to his Aid, 
In heavy Armour took the doubtful Field; 
Temper d his Helm, by wondrous Magick made; 
And Proof to Witchcraft was his pond'rous Shield. 
Calm without Fear, and fervent without Rage, 
In Action quick, and wary to adviſe, 
He ſeem'd advanc d to more than middle Age; 
For when had Vouth the Leiſure to be wile ? 
Valiant to charge, but not too proud to fly; 0 : 
Reſoly d his lifted Arm, and quick his piercing Eye. 
XII. Now 


POEM Ss. 27 
XII. By 
Now BzauTy ſmall avails, for WIs po knows 
How ſoon her tranſitory Glories fail; 

That Age brings languid Eyes, and wither'd Brows, 
Her Hairs all hoary, and her Face all pale. | 
The more he view'd, he view'd with le Applauſe; 
Whom Rage diſtorted, and whom Pride er 
Sternly his unrelenting Sword he draws, n 

Nor by her Looks, nor by A wand 
Scarce could frail Beauty ſtand his awful View, 
When timely to her Aid deep-mining Cunning PAY 


4 


Artful her Boſom heav'd, Fr rolling Eyes 
| Allurd with Glances whom in Heart ſhe ſom 2 
Sweet flow d her Words with. ever- pleaſing Lies, 
An Infant Liſp her double Tongue adorn d. 
Her Feet half dancing, negligently pac d; 
Her Motion, nay, her Reſt was all Deſign; Arg, 
Her Arms a Scarf, and Ribband Bridle grac'd, 
Whoſe Colours glorious in the Sun-beams ſhine ; 
| Their Hue ſtill varying with the changing Place, 
Vet each alternate Dye was fuited to her Face, 
D 2 © n 


ns 


XIV. 

The Springs and Paſſions of the ſecret Mind, 

The wily Sorcereſs could. ſurely move ; 
Now cruel falſe, now ſeeming faithful kind, 

With well-dreſs d Hate, and well-diſſembled Love: 
Faſt fell her Tears, obedient to her Will, 

A ſide- long Glance her roving Eyes would throw; 
Simple in Shew, and innocent of Skill, 

Obſerving moſt what leaſt ſhe ſeem'd to know 8 
Then fartheſt off when moſt approaching near, 


Was never Fraud ſo deep, in 'Semblance ſo fincere. 


A fierce and dubious Conflict now began; 
Cox x ING, great Engineer of Womankind, 
Wis pon, main Champion for contending Man, 


Met, wond' ring each, their Match in Arms to find: 


Equal the Fight, while both their Station held, 
| While neither Chief the adverſe Camp invades, 
But Edd Onſets either Part repell d., 
By warlike Wiles and viewleſs Ambuſcades: 
Their Safety not in Strength, but flying, ſtood; 


They conquer d who retir d, they yielded who purfued. 
* 1 5 XVI. Mean 
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1 | Mean time, far to the Left, Great PaTIENCE ſought, 
FJ Experienc 'd Veteran, harden'd in Alarms; 
His Mail ſeem'd Proof gainſt mortal Fury wrought, 
Yet Furrows deep indent his batter'd Arms; 
3 Loſs with perſiſting Diligence he retriev'd, * 
| 3 Arm'd by his preſent Ills for future Wars; 
9 Leader of Men, Wounds had he oft receiv d, 
$S Nobly deform'd with honourable Scars : 
3 . A branching Palm the Chieftan's Target bore, 
Whoſe Boughs the more oppreſt, ſuperior riſe the more. 
1 XVII 
Him Scorn oppos'd, an Amazonian Fair, 
Whoſe haughty Eyes were ever glanc'd askew ; 
Her Neck writh'd. backward with diſdainful Air, 
E | As ſome diſtaſteful Sight offends her View: 
| L That filly Maid incur'd her ſteady Hate, 
4 That could to Man, tyrannick Fawner, bow: 
At diſtance let the menial Spaniel wait, 
Or cringing at her Feet his Duty know. 
Studious of Flight, ſhe fear d to truſt her Feet, 
But rode a Mooriſh Barb, than Eaſtern Winds more fleet. 
XVIII. At 
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„ 
Tho' Man, as trodden Dirt, her Soul deſpis d, 
Vet ill her Habit and her Words agree; 
A manlike Hunter's Dreſs her Form diſguis d, 
Shafts at her Back, and Buskins to her Knee: 
She fought, like antient Partbians, flying faſt, 
And frequent ſtop'd her ſwift Purſuers Speed, 
Still as ſhe ſhot, redoubling ſtrait her Haſte, 
Quick born far diſtant by her light-foot Steed ; 
Eer on her Cask, her Foe Man's Sword deſcends, 
Who 1 impaſlive Air his idle Fury bends, 
XIX. 
At PE < wounded by her backward Dart, | 
Diſmounted PATIENCE headlong greets the Plain ; 
The boaſtful Conqu' reſs glories in his Smart, 
Stops, and alights, - to view and mock his Pain. 
The ſeeming breathleſs Champion light aroſe, 

By Wounds unweaken'd, fiercer for his Fall; 
Nor could aſtoniſh'd Scoxw his Force oppoſe, 
Debar'd of wonted Flight, a ſudden Thrall, 

So dear th unwary ſhort-liv'd Bray'ry colt ; 


What Hours with Toll preſerv'd, with Eaſe a Moment oft. 
XX. But 
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L But now the Neutral Troops to move began, 
Threat'ning the wearied Hoſts with fatal War, 

Led by their Chieftain LusT, a Giant Man, 
With boaſtful Voice, loud ſhouting from afar ; 

Like Mountain-Torrents ſwell'd by Winter-Show'rs, 
Reſiſtleſs, fierce he ſweeps along the Plain : 

His lep'rous, Mouth a Flame infectious pours, 
Darting flow Death and ſtrength-conſuming Pain; 


D His ever-rolling Eyes like Beacons glare, : 
1 q Shag'd as the Goat his Limbs, and black his brifling Hair, 
E 2 


Still to new Conqueſt eager he aſpir d, 
Leaving with Scorn whom he ſubdued in Fight; $ 
Gainſt all Repulſes ſteel'd, nor ever tir'd 
With toilſome Day, or ill-ſucceeding Night, 
Active when Cer the lucky Moment call'd, 
[ And leaſt Advantage obſtinate to preſs : 
His harden'd Front unbluſhing, unappall'd, 
Laugh'd at Reproaches, and enjoy'd Diſgrace ; 
Sporting with Oaths, unmov'd with Parent's Moans, 
With rifled Virgin's Shrieks, or Infant's dying Groans. | 
XXII, His 
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His Shield was painted with laſcivious Lies, 
Whoredoms divine, devis'd to veil his Shame, 
Of Jove the Thund'rer, and of Phebiis wile, 
| The Bull, the Goat, the Serpent, and the Flame: 
Diana Midwife Prude, by day-light chaſte, 
Aſleep lay pictur d in Endymions Arms; 
There Bacchus Feaſts and Venus Rites were plac d, 
With Philtres baſe, and Luſt-compelling Charms, 
A Creſt obſcene o erſhades the Monſter's Head, 
A Jove in Eagle s Form, with ravith'd x , 
XXII. 
Gainſt Lus r the raſh Coquets their Forces bent, 
But ſunk beneath the Fury of the Storm; 
When Mops ry, from the main Army ſent 
T' oppoſe his Rage, advanc'd her Angel Form; 
Skilful with Darts to wage an equal Fight, 
Her Arm reſiſts not, but prevents the Blow; 
A guiltlefs Bluſh crimſons her ſnowy White; 
Her Voice reſerv'dly ſoft, and ſweetly low. 
Few Women Chiefs did like Perfection ſhare, 
Scarce CUNNING more of Might, or BE AUT: vs ſelf more fair. 
XXIV. The 
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BE = 
The Championeſs quick ſeiz d a riſing Ground, 
Where Ramparts high by Parent Hands were * 
Whoſe Fence the Giant traverſing around, | 
Now here, now there, in vain an Entrance ſought. 
Upwards he preſs d with unavailing Speed, 
Ardent in equal Fight his Foe t aſſail; 
Her ready Lance meets his aſpiring Head, 
Strongly rebuff d he tumbling ſtrikes the Vale; 
But undiſmay d, upſtarting from the Plain, 
Again he riſes fierce, diſgrac'd to fall again. 
Stunn'd with the Shock, the all conqu' ring Fair, 
Now wiſely meditates a diſtant Blow ,; . 
A pond'rous Stone hurl'd through the whiſtling Air, 
x Prevents the grappling of her ſtronger Foe ; 
2 q Full on his Helm the rocky Fragment fell, 
7 And ſoil'd in humble Duſt his lofty Creſt; 
But Wounds on Wounds his Courſe in vain repel, 
For ten- fold Fury fires his ſtubborn Breaſt; 
His glaring Eyes ſhot red revengeſul Flame 
He roar d, and would have bluſh d, if capable of Shame. 
E XXVI. His 
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©  FonxNT 
| XXVI. 
His Fraud, th Artificer of Falſhood try'd 
In borrow'd Shape t elude her wary Eye; 
His Shield and well-known Casket thrown aſide, 
Diſguis'd like Lovs, he march'd as an Ally. 
7 With unſuſpicious Faith the Maid believ' UW 23 £217 
"Till now the Rampart's Top the Foe had gain d; 
5 Too late the lurking Treaſon the perceiv'd, _ 
isd un wares, ſhe ſcarce his Force fuſtain'd 3 
25 W her Heart, and Strength her Arm forſook ;; 
Weak, ſinking by Degrees; faint, yielding to the Shock. 
| XXVII. 
| The Kl fuffcient Prudes embattled ſtood 
Near Hand, but none t aſſiſt the vanquiſh d flies; 
5 Their Neighbour Ranks they ſaw with Joy fubdu d, 
With ſpiteful Mirth triumphant in their Eyes; 
With Scoffs and and ſage Reproaches they upbraid 
Thoſe that o'erpower'd for Help or Pity call: 
And can they yield to Lus r? in Rage they Grid, 
Unaided, friendleſs, let the Wretches fall. 
Themſelves were now aſſail d, the reſt oerthrown, 
And Weakneſs ſcorn'd fo late, too ſoon became their own. * 
XXVIII. At 
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XXVIII. 
At length the Chieftain Prude obſtructs his Speed, 
By Men call'd Honovs, but by Angels Paipe; i 
On lowly Earth her Foot diſdain d to tread, 
High in a Martial Car ſhe choſe to ride: 
The Load fix dappled Courſers proudly drew, 
Their Harneſs bright with Tinſel overcaſt ; | 
Still as ſhe rode, a conſcious Glance ſhe threw, 
To mark what Gazers view'd her as ſhe paſt. 
Studded with burniſh'd Braſs the Chariot ſbin d, 
And * with uſeleſs Fomp ſix glittering Slaves behind. 
XXIX. 
She clanks her rattling Arms, and ſhouts aloud, | 
strengthen d by num rous T roops that gaz d around; 
While LusT, half faint, amidſt the thronging Croud, 
Himſelf on Foot, a Match unequal found : = 
He leaves the Field, as deſp rate of Succeſs, 
But with recruited Rage and Strength rotidrcks) | 
Drawn by eight Steeds, he breaks the wond'ring Preſs ; 
With Gold his Slaves are bright, his Chariot burns. 
| Pripz turn'd her Reins, ſoon as his Car ſhe view'd ; 
The Monſter ſhouts, She yields; ſhe flies to be purſued. 
2 - | XXX, Now - 


= P OE M S. 
_—_ - 
Now ſable-mantled Night advancing nigh, 
Colours, diſtin& before, confus'dly blends ; 
While far from either Hoſt the Chariots fly, 
Till Honovs tir d, to parley condeſcends, 
And deigns ſubmiſs her haughty Creſt to lower; 
For Privacy ſhe deems her Shame will ſcreen : | 
No more defying, ſtriking now no more, 
"1 Since nor her Vaunts are heard, nor Prowels ſeen : 
=_— She yields a willing Captive to his Might, 
| | Obſcurd in guilty Clouds of all concealing N ight. II. 
| e 
3 | From yielded Honours, LusrT returning flew, 
«| - Where camp'd in Reſt the Male Battalions lay, 
| And rous d their wearied Hoſt with Battle new, 
1 | With Rage ſtill fierceſt when remote from Day. 
| j 9 5 Not all the Noontide Heat and Toil of War 
. Equal'd the Dangers of this Midnight Hour ; 
The Centry fink, unnerv'd with ſudden Fear, 1 
| And Groans of Wretches ſpeak the Victor's Pow'r ; 
"Till, fpread from Rank to Rank, th' Alarm was heard, 
Where RzasoN, wakeful Chief, his utmoſt Tent up-reard. 
ane XXXII, From 


XXXII. 
From Courts and Cities frequent he retir d, 


Rev'rend his hoary Head, in Council ſage; 
Scorn'd in Extremes, and in Extremes admir d; 
Decry'd in Youth, and idoliz'd in Age: 
His Voice was ſmall, and ſtill, and rarely known 
Where direful Trumpets vex the troubled Air; 
He ſtarts from Earth, where arm'd his Limbs were thrown, 
His Squadrons Fate or to revenge, or ſhare. 
| Your enter d Camp from ſwift Deſtruction keep, 
Or inſtant rous d awake, or lain for ever ſleep. 
XXXII. = 
He ſpake ; they riſe obedient to his Call, 
Who near their Chief their ready Tents had plac'd; 
Yet baffled ſoon, the Conqu'rors Prey they fall, 
Their Leader ſtanding but to yield the laſt. 
A while unconquer'd prov'd his aged Arm, 
A while his Fortune hung in equal Scale: 


He ſunk, enfeebled as he grew more warm; 


323 
. 


But Lus v preſs d on, accuſtom'd to prevail, 
With Strength un bated by laborious Sweat, 

5 Greateſt when moſt oppos'd, increafing with his Heat. 
XXXIV. Now 


FOE N 8 

| XXXIV. 

Now ity Morn purpled the glowing Eaſt, 

And ſhow'd the Waſte the Monſter's Rage had made ; j 

Whoſe Force nor Floods, nor Mountains could reſiſt, 
Nor Brafs, nor Diamond Barriers, could have ſtay'd. 

At length both ſhatter'd Hoſts their Councils bent, 

How fureſt to revenge their common Foil; 3 
Made wiſe by Smart, a Championeſs they ſent, 2 55 43 | 
Whoſe Arm alone was equal to the Toil; E 3 

Sometimes on Earth by VixzTuz's Title fam'd, q 3 

By wiſer Angel-Minds divine RELIGION nam'd. 23 
XxXXV. A 

Mild, ſweet, ſerene, and chearful was her Mood ; J Y 
Nor grave with Sternneſs, nor with 1 bees 

Againſt Example reſolutely good, 

Fervent in Zeal, and warm in Charity : 

| Who ner forſook her Faith for love of Peace, 

Nor ſought with Fire and Sword to ſhow her Zeal ; 

Duteous to Princes, when they moſt opprels ; ; 
Patient in bearing Ill, and doing well: 

In Pray'rs and Tears ſhe ſought and found Defence, 


Nor rais rebellious Arms to ſtrengthen Providence. 
XXXVI. Her 
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enn 
Her prudent Care was fix d on Heaven's Height, 
Yet by her Steps on Earth that Care was ſhown : 
Fearleſs of Harm in Darkneſs, as in Light; | 
Fearful of Sin at Midnight, as at Noon: 
A bloody Croſs was pourtray'd on her Shield, | 
Whoſe Sight the Monſter ſcarcely could ſuſtain; 
Feeble to gain, yet loth to quit the Field ; 851550 
Blaſted and thunder- ſtruck with chilling Pain; 
When gainſt his Head her ſacred Arms the bent, 
Strict Watch, and Faft ſevere, and Prayer omnipotent. 
A XXXVI. 
Mpurm' ring he fled, yet backward turn'd his Face, 
Whom Step by Step th Angelick Maid purſued „ 
Yet oft, as ſlack ning he obſerv'd her Pace, 
He ſtay d his Flight, and Battle fierce renew'd. 
IF Mean while the yet-remaining neutral Bands, | 
1 Advanc'd with open Look and friendly Mind ; | 
Whoſe timely March a glorious Pair commands, 4 
JF MaRRNAGE, and LovE; unhappy when disjoin'd ; 
| 1 | | Who over Lus v the ſureſt Triumph gain'd ; 
3 Friends to RxLIGION firm, by Wiſeſt Gop ordain'd. 
* 5 XXXVIIL Love, 
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XXXVIII. 8 

Lov E, the moſt general Conqu'ror here below, 

| Whoſe ſubtle Nature hard is to be told; 

K Wjhom all can feel, but few aright can know; 

Who cheats the crafty, and who fools the old. 

He ſeem'd of jarring Contraries compos d, 
To Day ſharp-fighted, and to Morrow blind ; 

His Beaver lifted up, his Face diſclos d, 


Where ſimple Faith, and winning Sweetneſs ſhin'd. 43 
High on his Creſt fat perch'd a Gall-lefs Dove, 1 
Emblem of changeleſs Truth, and Chaſtity, and Love. 


ex 
Th' immortal Glories of the Mut- broum Maid, 
Emblazon d lively on his Shield appear: 
The various Parts the ſhifting Lover play d; 
The Teſt for human Frailty too ſevere. 
Wealth, Eaſe, and Fame, and Sex ſhe caſt behind 
Where Friendſhip leads, determin'd to purſue: 
Not Falſhood's ſelf could ſhake her ſteady Mind, 
Firm to the Baſe, and to the Perjur d true. 
All but her Virtue, ſhe for Henry leaves; 
Love ſtands the fore Aſſault, tho rival'd Woman grieves, 
XL. Some- 


=_— = 
Sometimes more fleet the ſwift-foot Pow'r would go 
Than Morning Light, or quicker Thought can fly; 


Sometimes with ſtealing Motion, ſilent, flow; 117 
Unſeen, unmark'd, but by the jealous Eye : 

Dauntleſs, reſoly'd, mindlefs of Perils paſt, | 
Rewarded in an Hour for Years of Pain 


Trembles his Eye, with modeſt Awe down-ca 
Faulters his Tongue, ſcarce daring to complain; 
Yet, when grown bold, their moving Force he W 7 

© Manna is on his T ongue, and Witchcraft in his Eyes. 
1 — XLI. 

of winged Boys a num'rous Troop he led, 

| Whoſe Shafts both Sexes wound with certain Ak: © 
The Wounds not Pain, but doubtful Pleaſure bred ; 

For not from Hoſtile Bows the Arrows came. 
Wrong Feuds, they long to be ally d; 

And ſofter Paſſions on their Boſoms ſize Bir 7 2071 
Down from their Hands their wrathful Weapons ſlide, | i 

Chang'd is their Hatred for Deſire to pleaſe : 
In ſudden Peace the jarring Kinds agree, \ 


With Reconcilement dear, and cordial Amit. 
1 XIII. Tranſ- 
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XLII. 7 
Transform'd by magick Love the Males appear, 8 1 
Ney caſt their Natures in a finer Mould ; ; 1 
Prudent the Fool, well - natur d the Severe. 
The Wiſe grew humble, and the Coward bold. 1 
Nor leſs his friendly Darts improve the Fa; I 1 | 
Was none or looſely free, or coyly rude; f 
The gay Coquet now liv'd not to enſnare/, 
To meekeſt paſſive Woman ſunk the Prude : | 
Nor could the Brave reſiſt, or Fearful run, 
For Heav'n made Man to win, and Woman to be won. 
. XIII. 5 | 
Next cloſe to Love, well-ſuited Ma RRIAGE came, 
Kindly as Warmth of Life, her even Flame, 
Not Fevers heat, nor flutt ring Spirits dance; 
Who Pleaſure taſted with reflecting Thouglit, 
Nor Life upbraided 1 for avoidleſs Pains | wi 
Entail'd on Mortal State; but wiſely ſought © © 
Too flitting Love with long-enduring Chains, 
Of Intereſt and of Duty faſt to bind; 
Fountain of chaſte Delight, great Parent of Mankind. 


XLIV. Where 
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XLIV. 
Where Lo VE had touch d the Hearts, ſne joins the Hands, 
And grants an holier, and a ſtronger Tye; | 
For Death alone could diſunite her Bands, 7 
1 Nor ſhorter Space could Friendſhip ſatisfy. 
4 While thus ſhe join d the Pairs, the Matron ſpoke; 
AI i Attend, ye Sexes, and my Words approve, en f * 
My Doom nor Male nor Female ſhall revoke; 
Since Nature form'd the Kinds for mutual Love: 
Vour Battle vain, vain is your Anger how, 
For more diſtinguiſh'd Hate mere Dotage ſhall attone.- + 
: REM. - 
Tho' Man ſhall awful Rule oer Woman bear, 
Not ſprung from greater Worth, but Right Divine; 
Yet ſhe ſhall in her Tum Dominion ſhare . 
Her to his Will her Empire ſhe reſinn: 
But, while ſhe reigns, her Mercy let her uo, 
And well employ the quickly-fleeting Time; 
Not unrewarded ſhall her Mildneſs go, 
And ſtricteſt Juſtice ſhall o'ertake her Crime. 
Gently ſhall thoſe be rul'd, who gently ſway d; 
Abjed ſhall thoſe obey, who haughty were obey'd. _ 
*7 F:z _ nn. 


| XLVI. 5 
AMBITION proud, and ſordid Ava RLE, 
Two mighty Troublers of the World were near, 
Abhor'd by all Men, when without Diſguiſe; 
But now the Garb of Love they choſe to wear. 
AM31T1on ſtooping popularly low, 
Still pleaded publick Welfare, not his own; 
Diſſembling deep, yet unreſerv'd in Show, 
Impoſing all Things, but believing none: 
Whoſe ſubtle Wit could croſs Events command, 
Scorner of Heay'n and Earth, his God his own Right Hand, 
. XLVII. | 
Skill'd in the various Turns of giddy Tides, 
With dextrous Timeing of his watchful Skill, 
With cool Diſdain, the Preacher he derides, 
| Who marks th' eternal Bounds of Good and Ill: 
By him were Princes barr'd of equal Love, 
And leſt to Quiet if they Greatneſs prize; 
Oppreſs d with State unwillingly they move, 
Crown'd are the Victims drag'd to Sacrifice. 
Abſent, unknown, and unindear'd they wed, 
Mean while the naked Sword divides the loveleſs Bed. 
XLVIII. Next 
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XLVIII. 
Next, cloſe to him, crept Av ARIcE the Old, 


Quick to receive, but ever {low to pay; 
Wanting for fear of Want, adoring Gold; 
Nearer his Inn, more careful for his Way: 
His flinty Breaſt could ne er Compaſſion ſhow, 
He Pity Wealneſe, Virtue. Folly calls; 
Friendleſs, and to himſelf the deadlieſt Foe, 
Harden'd he lives, and unrepenting falls 
He blooming Youth to palſy'd Age would tye, 
To raiſe and to enrich, would end his Family. 
= _ 
Theſe Traitors, mask d like Lovz, in Marriage June d 
Thouſands by Nature form'd to diſagree; ; 
While thoughtleſs Youth the. future Liſt not mind, 
And Age dim: ſighted help'd their Treachery. 
Their Pairs were ſoon diſtinguiſh'd by th' Event; 
-  Unkind Reproach, too biting to endure, 
Pining Diſtruſt, and brawling Diſcontent, . 
Curs'd Jealouſy, which Heaven alone can cure. 
Foul perjur d Guilt, ſad Cauſer of Divorce, 
And late Repentance vain, of Hell itſelf the Source. 
L. Forgive 


46 TT ST EK MK Y 
L. 

Forgive the Voice that uſeful Fiction ſings; 

Not impious Tales of Deities impure, 
Not Faults of breathleſs Queens or living Kings, 
In open Treaſon, or in Veils obſcure. 
What here I write, each knowing Eye will ſee | 

| To all but Brutes and Angels muſt belong: 

Still will the Sexes jar, and till agree, 

And each Day's Truth ſhall moralize my Song. 
Still will each Sex for Soy reignty contend : 

Wars with the World begun, with that alone ſhall end. 
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0 N THE 
Sixth and Eighth Verſes of the 40th Chap. of Iſaiah, 


OCCASIONED BY 


The DzarH of a TON G Lay. 


All Fleſh is Graſs, and all the Goodlineſs thereof is as the 
Flower of the Field. 


The Graſs withereth, the Flower fadeth, but the Word of our” 
God ſhall fland for ever. 


I. 
HE Morning Flow'rs diſplay their Sweets, 
And, gay, their ſilken Leaves unfold ; 
As careleſs of the Noon-day Heats, 
And fearleſs of the Evening Cold. 
| II. 
Nip d by the Wind's unkindly Blaſt, 
Parch'd by the Sun's directer Ray, 
The momentary Glories waſte, 
The ſhort-liv'd Beauties die away. 


III. So 
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III. 
So blooms the Human Face Divine, 
: When Youth its Pride of Beauty ſhows ; 
Fairer than Spring the Colours ſhine, 
And ſweeter than the Virgin Roſe. 
%»ͤ;‚ F́è 
Or worn by ſlowly-rolling Years, 
Or broke by Sickneſs in a Day ; 
The fading Glory diſappears, 
The ſhort-liv'd Beauties die away, 
Yet theſe, new riſing from the Tomb, 
With Luſtre brighter far ſhall ſhine, 
Revive with ever-during Bloom, 
| Safe from Diſeaſes and Decline. 
VI. 
Let Sickneſs blaſt, and Death devour, 
It Heav'n muſt recompenſe our Pains ; 
Periſh the Graſs, and fade the Flow'r, 
If firm the Word of God remains, 


From 
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From MarTIAL 


Vitam que faciunt beatiorem, &c. 


P Leaſanteſt Companion This, 
This in Life is Happineſs : 
Early an Eſtate to gain, 


Left, not purchas'd by your Pain : 


Grounds that pay the Tiller's Hire, . 


Hearths with ever- during Fire; 
Safe from Law t enjoy your own, 
Seldom view the buſy Town; 


Health, with mod'rate Vigour join d; 


True well-grounded Peace of Mind ; 
Friends, your Equals in Lt, 
Prudent, plain Simplicity ; 
Eaſy Converſe Mirth afford, 
Artleſs Plenty fill the Board: 
Temp'rate Joy your Ev'nings bleſs, 


Free from Care as from Exceſs : 


Short the Night by Sleep be made; | 


| Chaſte, not checrleſs, be the Bed : 
Chuſe to be but what you are; 
Dying, neither wiſh, nor fear. 


G 
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To 
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To a FRIEN 5D in the Country, 
Who complained of his Condition, and admired 
High Spirits in Low Fortunes. 
has 
HIS would be ſtill my Wiſb, could I 
Such bitter Curſe allow, 
Let thoſe I hate have Spirits high, | 
With F ortunes that are low. 
LY I Mi 
But ſurely when we vapour moſt, 
If angry Fortune frown ; 
She'll pull, in ſpite of all our Boaſt, 
Our lofty Spirits down. 
HL... 
Ev'n I —but II can laugh and ſing, 
Tho' ſetter d and confin d; 
My mind I may to Fortune bring, 
Not Fortune to my Mind. 
Wn 
How ſeldom is our Good enjoy'd, 
Our Ill how hardly born, 
| When 
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When all our Fancies are employ d 
To kick againſt the Thorn | 
V. 
A lowly Heart and little Eyxe 
Kind Heaven on me beſtow ; 
Let thoſe I hate have Spirits high, 
With Fortunes that are lo. 
VI: © 02588 fat 
Theſe Maxims ſage and dry, you'll ſay, 
Theſe rigid moral Rules, 
Take our ſuperior Senſe away, 
And ſink us into Fools. 
3 | 
Whoe er can Eaſe by Folly get, 
With Juſtice may deſpiſe 
The thoughtful unenjoying Wit, 
The miſerable Wile. 
VIII. 
But ſure our ſelves aright to ſee, 
True Wiſdom well may bear : 
Tis nobly great to dare to be 


No greater than we are. 


G 2 : IX, Think 
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5 7 IX. 
Think not I envy Courts and Kings, 
Or peeviſh hate Mankind; 
Think not this Declaration ſprings 
From Meanneſs of my Mind. 
ys bi 4 
Ev'n I perhaps, if Heav'n would deign 
High Place on me to ſhow'r, 
As well as any Lord might reign, 
As equal to my Pow'r. 
"54/3 
My Mind, with Weight of Bufineſs charg'd, 
Of Courſe would bigger grow ; 
As Rivers length ning when enlarg d 
Enlarge their Channels too. 
Till then, a lowly Heart and Eye 
\__ Kind Heav'n on me beſtow : 
Let thoſe J hate have Spirits high, 
With Fortunes that are low. 


The 


P OEM S. 33 


The ELECTIONEER. 


6 þ HERE once liv'd in Repute a ſubſtantial F cochalder; 
No Briton on Earth could be braver or bolder, 

A Party-man ſtanch and reſolv d, tho the Story 

Does not call him directly a Whig or a Tory. 

But the Reader, to this way, or that, as inclin d, 


May his Party, perhaps, or his Honeſty find. 

His Head was ſtill full of the Law and the Right, 

So he never would bribe, but he ſometimes would fight: 

For when Mobs grew unruly, he always ſtood bluff, 

And could play well at Foot-ball, a Kick and a Cuft. 

Our Patriot ſtrait-lac'd was in that way of thinking, 

That no Bribe ſhould go. farther than Eating and Drinking; 

So he kept open Houſe for all Comers to feaſt, 

And made never a Knave, but many a Beaſt ; 

Tho' even in Drinking he kept a Decorum, 

Men might do as they pleas'd with the Liquor before 'em. 

He all under-hand Dealing and Tricking defy d, 

And was always a Thorn in his Enemy's Side. 

He anſwer'd their Truth, and detected their Lies, 

He their Bullies out-brav'd, and out-witted their Spies. 
He 
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He made many a good, but deſpis d a bad Vote, 
And they never could pick any Hole in his Coat. 
Þ 0 avoid all Suſpicion of Bribing and Largeſs, 
He was nobly determin'd to bear his own Charges. 
So ſmall his Diſcretion, ſo large his Affection, 
That he dip'd his whole Freehold Eſtate in Election. 
He ev ry Day went more and more down the Wind, 
And his Party drop'd off as his Fortune declin d. 
His Enemies crow'd, and triumphantly ſwore | 
They would ſtick on his Skirts, and pay off his old Score. 
From his Friends but a faint Commendation he got, 
A well-meaning Man, but a little too hot. 
He found ſmall Effect of his Coſt and his Pother, 
When by One Side forſook, and oppreſs d by the Other. 
Ie ran upon Tick, while he Credit could meet, 
And, the Bread he had ſquander d, he wanted to eat: 
Till hard pinch'd and unable to faſt any longer, 
A Purſe he attempted to fatisf y Hunger ; 
But was ta'en in the Fact, being raw at the Trade, 
And before the next Juſtice that Inſtant convey'd. 
The Member, againſt whoſe Election he ſtir'd, 
By the dint of Demerit was gotten prefer d; 
One 
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One, that all Sorts of Buſineſs went readily thorough, a a. 
And was choſe by good Votes, but not thoſe of the Borough. 
One, who ſwore to his Friends he would never deceive 'em, 
Yet, in their Diſtreſs, thought it prudent to leave 'em 1 7 — 
Convinc'd, tho' be ſure no Preferment he courted, 

That. a Miniſtry ought to be always ſupported. 

In Commiſſion of Peace a moſt notable Man, 

In the Firſt of King Gzoxce, or the Laſt of Queen Ax Nx. 
When his Foe, brought before him, the Magiſtrate ſpy d, 
Quoth his Worſhip, Was this the beſt Man of his Side? 
He, that Virtue and Juſtice had ſtill in his Eye, 

Whom no Army could fright, and no Treaſury buy? 

Theſe Upbraidings the Wretch in Misfortune provoke ; © 
Who reply'd, -— You your Friendſhips and Promiſes broke, 
Were ſorſworn, by Ambition and Avarice led; 

And I, when half. ſtarv'd, would have robb'd for my Bread: 
We are both Rogues; but if you'll allow me my Due, 
You muſt own, I'm the honeſter Rogue of the two. 


The... 


* 


The DEC AN IT E R. 
From the Greek. 
p Trov, that high thy Head doſt bear, 
With round, ſmooth Neck, and fingle Ear; 


With well-turn'd, narrow Mouth, from whence | 


Flow Streams of nobleſt Eloquence : 
Tis thou that fir ſt the Bard Divine, 
| © Sacred to Phebus and the Nine; 
That Mirth and ſoft Delight can'ſt move, 
Sacred to Venus and to Love. 
Yet, ſpite of all thy Virtues rare, 
Thou'rt not a Boon -Companion fair ; 
Thou'rt full of Wine, when thirſty I, 
And when I'm drunk, then Thou art dry. 


 _EricRaM, from the Greek. 
if YouTn and BzauTyY fade, my Dear, 
Impart 'em wiſely while you may : 
If ſtill they laſt, why ſhould you fear 


To give what none can take away ? 


To 
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Sir HERBERT POWELL, Bart. 


Upon his going to Travel. 


N Friendly Part a well-meant Gift receive, 


The beſt, tho' ſmall, that I have Pow'r to give: 


Boldly without Reluctance lend an Ear, 
Nor flatt' ring Verſe, nor Dedication fear, 
Which only tells us what we gueſs d before, 


How rich the Patron, and the Bard how poor. 


If wiſely covetous of precious Time, g 

You dread the long Impertinence of Rhime, 

| Theſe Lines with Patience may be over-paſt, 

My firſt, and what is more, perhaps my laſt, 

From all ſuch Danger ſhortly you'll be free, 

If not on this fide, yet beyond the Sea. 
RELIGION firſt be made your utmoſt Care, 

Nor drop your native Faith in foreign Air 

Nor, like the flutt'ring Triflers of the Town, 


Go forth with little, and come back with none. 


Mother of Errors Roms we well may call, 
Parent of too much Faith, --- and none at all: 
's | 


— 


Where 
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Where lying Miracles, and Monkiſh Dreams, 
Fright thou ghtleſs Fools to contrary Extremes: 
Who their twelve Articles of Faith give oer, 
Becauſe the TRERNTAI. Creed has twenty-four : 
And count the Flames of Hell a fabled Story, 
Becauſe they ſee the Frauds of Purgatory. 
VVV 
If ting d with Unbelief in Ir AL y: | 
As juſtly deſolate Maxst1LLEs may brag, 
That ſhe has no- Diſeaſe, except the Plague. 
| Foe to their Church, O copy not their Vice, 
Nor envy their ITALIAN Liberties; 
© Nor aim ſo much in Breeding to excel, 

To think it worth the Price of certain Hell. 
The Devil's Lab'rers muſt receive their Hire; 
There's no Inſurance from Eternal Fire. 
In Vice we TRAMON TAN RES muſt quit the Field, 
And Wy——xx ſure to ELER ANT IS yield. 
With far-fetch'd Luſt our modiſh Cloſets ſhine, 


But BRITAIN neer producd an ARETINE; 


Nor vile Intrigues avow'd, as lawful Flame, 
Nor e er by Statutes authoris'd her Shame: 
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Tho' large Returns the Publick might take in, 
From licenc'd Practice of imported Sin; 


Might BRITISH Rakes Doren Muſick-houſes uſe, 


And build them Roman or VENETIAN Stews. 


Next, travel not for Nought thro' diſtant Lands ; 


Be wiſe, and juſt, and diligent as Sanps, 
Whoſe penetrating Eye diſtinctly ſees 

Religions, Governments, and Polities. 

Some only learn the Diff rence, all the while, 
Betwixt an Ex 6115 and a GERMAN Mile: 
What Nations Reck'nings at their Inns are leaſt, 
If Coaches or Poſt-Chaiſes travel beſt: 

That Apzra's Iſles are pleaſing to behold ; 
That Sya1N is hot, and SwissERLAND is cold. 
Your Party Politicians will aſpire 

A little, and indeed but little, higher. 


Fir d with their Country's Love, they range abroad, 


To find, by Toils, that Liberty is good. 
Dauntleſs for this the Free- born BIT ON goes 
O'er DAN ls K Ice, and PVRENEAN Snows. 


So round the Globe on foot great Coxv ar ſtrays, 


To ſearch how long the Roads, and deep the Ways; 
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To know where Meat was good, and Liquor fine, 
How ſtrong the Sign-poſt, and how gay the Sign. 

Dor doat on antique Pieces, nor deſpiſe : 

Oft view, but ſeldom purchaſe Rarities. 

Truſt not their Medals lately dug from Duſt, 

With modern Soil and imitated Ruſt. 

Your VixTvuos0 travels with Deſign 

To heap up Treaſures of uncurrent Coin : 

Doats on the Letters round a Gzz CIAN Head, 

Half raz d; which, were they plain, he could not read: 

Pays Weight for Weight, new Gold for antient Stone; 

And for an Orho's Head would give his own. 

Curious Abroad, forget not all the while 

The matchleſs Beauties of your native Ile ; | 

In BRIT Is H Straits what mighty Navies ride, 

What Wealth flows in with each returning Tide. 

Our callow Youth for Paintings viſit Roms, 

And know not the CaxToNs they left at Home. 

Strange Sights oer Als and APPENNINES they ſeek, 

But ftare with Silence if you name the Px ax. 

The fam'd VENETIAN Arſenal they explore, 

But ſlight the Arm'ry in the Lon vox Tower. 5 


With 
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With Floods of Speech the Va rIo AN they oraiſes 

But never heard of Bop LEV in their Days. 

Aſham'd of Home, of Foreign Climes they boaſt, 

And THames and HumMBER are in TyBzx loſt, 
When back return'd, let not your whole Diſcourſe 

Aſſert the Priviledge of Travellers: 

Nor ftrange Relations of Adventures give, 

Which few delight to hear, and none believe. 

Throw not Your Country's Manners quite afide, 

Nor taint our honeſt Air with foreign Pride. 

An ENGLISHMAN, (the Proverb tells you true) 

Who turns ITALIAN, turns a Devil too: 

And none, unleſs diſtracted, would forego 

The BRITISH Subſtance for the G a1 1.1cx Show. 

Own that a Man of Worth may juſtly ſhine, 


Who never Pa R Is view'd, or paſs d the Rains: 


17 
uy 


Such was Your * Grandſire, Glory of Your Name, 
| (O might Your Virtue merit equal Fame!) 
Friend to Religion fix'd, and true to Laws, 
When ſuff' ring Prelates prop d the Church's Cauſe. 
Like 
r Jann Pow ELL, one of the Judges of the King's= Bench, who ac- 
quitted the Seven Biſhops. 
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Like him accompliſh'd, BRITALIN few can boaſt, 

And yet the narrow Seas he never crols'd. | 
Obſerve theſe Rules, till others better skill d 

More uſeful Leſſons to your Youth ſhall yield. 

When far from Home, or from a wiſer Friend, 


Theſe Rules, tho mean, may ſome Aſſiſtance lend; 11 


If aught of common Senſe J underſtand, 
Who ne'er ſaw Do vER Cliffs, or CAL AIs Sands. 


The ſetting up Mr. B u TL ER Monument in 


WES TN INS TER. ABBEY. 


No gen'rous Patron would a Dinner give : 
See him, when ftarv'd to Death and turn'd to Duſt, 
Preſented with a Monumental Buſt} 

The Poet's Fate is here in Emblem ſhown, 

He ask d for Bread, and he receiv'd a Stone. 


HILE BuTLER, — Wretch | | was yer alive 
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A 6 | 
SONG to a GIRL of Five Years old. 

Tune of, What Beauties does FLORA diſcloſe. 

+ an Loves and ye Gxaczs fo ſweet, 
That ſport on the TwWE EAD and the Tay, 

Fly Southward my PRIL LI to meet, | 

She'll play with you all the long Day. 
Our Turff is as verdant and ſoft, 

Our Proſpect as beautiful Springs, 
The Finches they trill it aloft, 

And melting the Nightingale fings. 

II. 
When Heaven looks ſmiling above, 
And FLoRA her Treaſure forth pours, 
Does PHIL Iv abroad never rove? 
| Say, Does She not pick a few Flowers ? 
Does ſhe find out the King-cup fo gay ? 
Do Cowllips their Odours diſcloſe ? 
Or the Violet, ſweeter than they, 

That only can yield to the Roſe? 


"a 
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= All Nature does joyous appear, 


And frolicks at PHIL L v's command; 
gee Flies how they buz at her Ear, 
And Lady-birds dance on her Hand! 


See Butterflies floating along, 


With Colours to pleaſure the Fair ; 
The Bees they fly humming a Song, 

And Chirp goes the Graſhopper there 
Ye two-leg'd * unfeather'd Folk, ſing, 

Lay hold on the faſt-flying Time; 


| Your ſmooth-flowing Madrigals bring, 


Nor loſe the ſoft Hour of her Prime. 
Melodious Oh chant while you may, 

Your muſical Paſſions unfold : 
For She'll be too wiſe for your Lay 


= Before ſhe is Seven Years old. 


* In alluſion to the old Definition of Man, not in burleſque of a pretty 
Phraſe, Feather'd Folk, which I admired the firſt time I remember I met with 
it, in that beautiful Triplet on the Evening 


The Winds ſcarce ruſtle, nor the Aſpins move, 


The Bat with Leathern Wings flits through the Grove, 
Aud all the feather'd Folk forlear their Lays of Love. 6 


1H E 


5 


PARIS H PRIEST. 


Bleſſed are the Dead which die in the Lord, for they reſt from 
their Labours, and their Works do follow them. 


Rx v. xiv. I3. 


CCEPT, Dear $18, this humble Tribute paid, 
This ſmall Memorial to a Parent's Shade. 
Tho' fair the Hope Thou reign'ſt enthron'd on high, 
Where Sin can never ſtain, nor Sorrow ſign; 1 
Yet ſtill a Son may duteous Mourning wear, N 
And Nature unreprov'd: may drop a Tear. 
No gloſing Falſhood on thy Name is thrown, 
Which oft pollutes the Monumental Stone. 
Plain Truth ſhall ſpeak, which thou thyſelf might'ft hear, 
As far from Flatt'ry, as it is from Fear. | 

A Paxivtn PrizsT, not of the Pilgrim Kind, 
But fix d and faithful to the Poſt aſſign d, 
Through various Scenes with equal Virtue trod, 
True to his Oath, his Order, and his God. 


F<: Wiſe 
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Wiſe without Art he ſhone, in doubtful Days 

Of Fear, of Shame, of Danger, and of Praiſe. 
When Zealous Jau Es unhappy fought the Way 

T' eſtabliſh Roux by Arbitrary Sway, 

Whoſe Crime from Fondneſs ſor Religion ſprings, 
A Crime ne er pardon d in the Lives of Kings!) 
Twas then the Chriſtian Prieſt was nobly try'd, 
When hireling Slaves embrac'd the ſtronger Side, : 
And faintly Sects and Sycophants comply d. 

In vain were Bribes ſhower'd by the guilty Crown, 
He ſought no Favour, as he fear d no Frown. 

Nor loudeſt Storms his ſteady Purpoſe broke, 

Firm as the beaten Anvil to the Stroke. 

Secure in Faith, exempt from worldly Views, 

He dard the DRLARATION to refuſe : 

Then from the ſacred Pulpit boldly ſhow'd 

The dauntleſs Hz IAE ws true to ISA BLs God, 

Who ſpake regardleſs of their King's Commands, 
The God we ſerve can fave us from thy Hands; 
« If not, O Monarch, know we chuſe to die, 

« Thy Gods alike and Threat nings we defy; 

4 No 


He preached on DAN. iii. 17, 18. 
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« No Pow'r on Earth our Faith has e er controll'd, 
« We ſcorn to worſhip Idols, tho of Gold.” : 
Reſiſtleſs Truth damp'd all the Audience round, 
The baſe Informer ſicken'd at the Sound ; 
Attentive Courtiers conſcious ſtood amaz'd, 
And Soldiers filent trembled as they gaz'd. 
No ſmalleſt Murmur of Diſtaſte aroſe, 
Abaſh'd and vanquiſh'd ſeem'd the Church's Foes. 
So when like Zeal their Boſoms did inſpire, 
The Jzwisn Martyrs walk d unhurt in Fire. 

Nor yet could Row1sn Faith ſo dreadful ſeem, 
To fright his Judgement to a worſe Extreme 
To throw up Creeds for fear of Papal Pow'r, 
And blame St. PETER for his Succeſſor. 
For when the Church her Danger had ſubdu' d, 
And felt on Earth the uſual Gratitude, 
When favour ' d Sects o erſpread BRITA NNIA's Plains, 
Like Frogs thick-ſwarming after Summer Rains; 
Againſt far diff rent Foes alike prepar d, 
No wild Diſputer found him off his Guard. 
Nor thoſe who following late Socixus' Plan, 
Degraded Gop Incarnate to a Man; 
1 2 Nor 
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Nor thoſe, who wreſting Texts with greater ſlight, 
With Heav'n, as taught by elder Az1vs, fight: 
Reaſoners, who no Abſurdity can ſee 

In a new-made dependent Deity. 

Amongſt his Corn no Tares neglected ſpring ; 
That free-born Subjects ought to rule their King, 
That Senſe and Revelation diſagree, 

That Zeal is ſtill at War with Charity; 

That Duſt- born Reptiles may their God diſown, 
And place their fooliſh Reaſon in his Throne. 

No Colours falſe deceiv d his wary Eye, 

Nor lukewarm Peace, nor Atheiſt Liberty. 
Scripture and Fathers guide his Footſteps — 5 
For Truth is one, but Error infinite. 

With Love to Souls, and deepeſt Learning fraught, 
His Maſter's Goſpel undiſguis d he taught. 
He ſhow'd the Pow r of Kings, the Mitres Sway, 
Which Earth can neither give nor take away. 
That Duty from divine Command is known, 
Fix d on the th Almighty's Will, and not our own. 
That unbelievers muſt receive their Hire, 

The ſure Allotment of eternal Fire. 


And 
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And God the faithful Sower pleas'd to bleſs, 
And crown'd his Harveſt with a vaſt Succeſs. 
While forty Years his heav'nly Doctrine charms, 
No ſingle Son forſakes the Church's Arms: 
* No Romiſh Wolf around his Fences prowl'd, 
Nor Fox Diſſenter earth'd: within his Fold. | 

Not but when Parties fierce in Feuds engage, 

When Moderation ſpurs her Sons to Rage, 
When all Ele& or Reprobate have been, 
In theſe no Virtue dwells, in. thoſe no Sin ; 
Then their low Scandals on his Head they ſhow'r,, 
As Friend to Papal and Deſpotick Pow'r. 
Een thoſe who once were Tools to Popiſh Aims, 
The treach'rous Darlings of deluded JAMES, 
Who now the pureſt Reformation boaſt, 
Tho then their tender Conſciences were loſt, 
Een thoſe far off with Lies his Fame aſſail, 
And their bad Patrons help the wicked Tale. 
"Tis thus the Serpent to his. Cavern glides, 
And fafe his wily Head from Winter hides. 
But when returning Seaſons Warmth inſpire, 
And wake his ſleeping Poiſon into Fire, 


* There was not 4 Diſſenter or Papiſt in his Pariſh. 
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With Youth renew'd, behold the Reptile riſe, 
He waves and glitters in the dog-day Skies, 


Shoots croſs the Road, when ſounding Steps draw near, 
And ſprings t aſſault the way-beat Traveller; 
Who durſt his Courſe in Rains and Whirlwinds hold, 
And paſs d unſhelter d through December's Cold. 
Griev'd for the Church's Shame, with pitying Eye 

They ſaw the worthleſs Abjects lifted high, | 
Empty alike of Learning and of Brain, 
As if the Pope had re-affum'd his Reign, 
And brought our antient Mumys1MUs again. 
With fruitleſs Toil let midnight Scholars pore, | 
And dig the Mine, while others gain the Ore. 

Proud of Demerit, claiming as their own 

The Stall Prebendal, or Prelatick Throne : 
While Jon s ox from his Cranbrook ne er ſhall part, 
And Fippts pining fighs with broken Heart; 
While Gzx az in vain t unthankful Britain flies, 
And WALL neglected in a Corner lies, 
And poor, and unrewarded, BIN HAM dies. 
While Names obſcure undue Advancement meet, 
And T 


-- could conquer ST1LLINGFLEET. 


Nor 
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Nor yet on thoſe prefer d he caſt the Blame, 
Far more the Patrons than the Clerks inflame. 
Patrons afraid of Senſe, but not of Vice, 
Elate with Pride, or ſunk with Avarice. 
Patrons by Villains ſought, by Slaves ador d; 
Scagn'd by the Gen'rous, by the Good abhor d. 
Or private Raſcals, who from Conſcience free, 
Search ev'ry latent Nook of S1mony. 

Who but on baſe Conditions ne er preſent, 

And future Tithes by preſent Bonds prevent. 

Or Knaves more publick, ſtudious to promote 
Elections, bart ring Benefice for Vote. 

Is he ſelf-will'd, or knows he to obey? 

Enough ! no farther Tittle need you ſay. 

An uſeful Man may as he pleaſes live; 


But Worth's a Crime we never can forgive. 


So when the Roman PETER wants an Heir, 


If Rogues of both Religions we compare, 
Tho' worthy Candidates the Popedom ſeek, 
Expert in Latin, and welkread in Greet; 
The Conclave ſly with Machiavihan Views, 
One to be govern'd, not to govern chuſe. 
Like: 
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Like Quakers, human Learning they forſwear, 

And Ignorance beſt fills th' unerring Chair. 

The Stateſmen laugh, Let BELLARMINER go fume, 

No fam'd PERRON the Purple ſhall aſſume, 

No, nor BA RONIVUs' ſelf, the ATL As of their Rows, 
When Age, not haſten'd on by Guilt or Cares, 

Grac'd him with Silver Crown of hoary Hairs, 

His Looks the Tenour of his Soul expreſs, 

An eaſy unaffected Chearfulneſs; 

Stedfaſt, not ſtiff; and awful, not auſtere ; 

Tho courteous, rev'rend ; and tho ſmooth, ſincere. 

In Converſe free; for ev ry Subject fit, 

The cooleſt Reaſon join d to keeneſt Wit; 

Wit, that with Aim reſiſtleſs knows to fly, 

Diſarms unthought- of, and prevents Reply: 

So Light' ning falls the Mountain Oaks among, 

As ſure, as quick, as ſhining, and as ſtrong. 

_ Skilful of ſportive Stories forth to pour 

A gay, an hu marous, an exhauſtleſs Store, 

With ſharpeſt Point and juſteſt Force apply'd, 

The Purport never dark and never wide. 


Not 
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Not Adverſaries ſelves Applauſe forbore, 
And thoſe who blam'd him moſt, admir'd him more. 
S carcely the PxRIOIAN fam'd for moral Tales, 
Who uſeful Truth in pleaſing Fiction veils, 

Who Wiſdom deep in Plants and Brutes can find, 
And makes all Creatures Tutors to Mankind; 
In apter Fable ſolid Senſe convey d, | 
With ſounder Subſtance, or with finer Shade. 

He mourn' d with thoſe who Pain or Want endure, _ 
A Guardian Angel to the. Sick and Poor ; 
Where the two beſt of Charities he join d, 
To cure the Body, and to heal the Mind. 
* Acroſs his Path no Wretch expiring lies, 
Nor querulous Blind bewail their Lok of Eyes. 
No mangled Cripple there expos'd his Maim, 
The Shock of Nature, and the Nation's Shame: 
The Stranger's View, no ſtartling, Object meets, 
And no complaining griev'd. his happy Streets. 
Oft as the Year brought back the glorious Day 
When Infant Jzsvs in a Manger lay, 
Or when from Death the God triumphant came, 
Or when the Hor y-GnosT deſcends in Flame, 105 
7 Around 


* 
* There were no Beggars in his Town. 
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Around his Board the welcome Needy fate, 
And croud his Parlour, not beſiege his Gate. 
Tobey their Word his Children waited near, 
And learnt their Saviour's Image to revere. 
This Charity perform'd, the wealthier Gueſt 
Was call'd to ſhare his hoſpitable Feaſt ; 
The Poor invited firſt, his Table grace, 

And Riches only held the ſecond Place. 

While ſilken Courtiers and embroider'd Lords, 
To whom the Earth her Mines in vain affords, 
Too oft their Need unable to ſupply, 

In ſpight of Wealth are pinch'd with Poverty ; 
His ſcanty Rent ſuffic'd for ev'ry Call, | 
Large was his Plenty tho' his Income ſmall; 
Alike in Prudence and in Bounty skill'd, 
He never drain'd his Purſe, nor ever fill' d. 
None e er did twice his ready Alms deſire, 
Nor lack d the Lab' rer his expected Hire: 
Enrich'd by doing good a Thouſand Fold, 
He rarely gain'd and never wanted Gold. | 
Well-ſtor d to give, and furniſh'd ſtill to lend, 
To raiſe the Friendleſs and ſupport the Friend. 


With 
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With ceaſeleſs Streams his well-plac d Treafure flows, 
When ſpent increaſes, and by leſs ning grows. 
So when ELIIAH dwelt on Earth, (as far 
As Miracle with Conduct we compare,) 
SaxETT As Widow, hoping no Supply, 
Thought on her little Store to eat and die: 
Soon as ſhe welcom d her prophetick Gueſt, 
The Cruſe flow ' d lib' ral, and the Corn increas d; 
Th' Almighty Power unfailing Plenty ſent, 
The Oil unwaſted and the Meal unſpent. 

Such was the Man by Friends and Foes confeſt, 
Worthy the glorious Name of ParIisH PRIEST. 
Had not kind Heav'n ſome Champions His d to ſhow, 
In Merit high, tho in Preferment low; 
Whoſe Pray'rs and Tears might ſtop th arts 8 Hand, 
Protecting Angels to a guilty Land, 
From Earth's vain Hopes and baſe Ambition Bhs) 
Whoſe {lighted but effectual Piet 
Stood like a Mound unſhaken, to repreſs 
Th' o erbearing Floods of proſp rous Wickedneſs; 5 
The Chriſtian Faith had left BurrAxxIASs Coaſt, 


Her Lamp extinguith'd, and her Goſpel loft. 
* Ny Our 
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Our Eyes e er this had ſeen Religion fall, 

And black Apoſtacy had delug'd all. 

Nor more Remains of Truth had flouriſh'd here, 
Than where poor As 14 Ruins ſcarce appear, 


And Unitarian Tuxxs their impious Creſcentꝰ rear. 


O could the Prieſt by God and Angels priz d, 

By Fiends inſulted, and by Fools deſpis d, 

His Fight wel-fought, when ſummon d hence to go, 
Not then regardleſs of his Charge below; 

Tho ſudden ſnatch'd from our deſiring Eyes, 
Bequeath his Mantle, as he mounts the Skies! 

O may his Friends at the laſt dreadful Day, 1 2685 
When all the frail Creation fades away, 
When Gop Incarnate fills the Judgement Throne, 

1 Crown'd with his F ather's Radiance and his own, 
Ariſe with Gladneſs, Bliſs ordain'd to. (Hare: 
And I tranſported meet a Father there! 

See him lead up his Flock with happy Boaſt, 


Theſe Sheep thou gave ſt me, and not one is loſt. 


Exulting hear the final EU giv'n,.. 

Enter thou faithful Servant to my Heav n. 
Glory, which here tho Faith may well 1 
No Speech can utter, and no Thought conceive; 


When 
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When weary Time his utmoſt Race has run, 
Glory through endleſs Ages but begun, 
Beyond the glimm' ring Spark of our meridian Sun. 
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An ANACREONTICK, 
Alter d from HERBERT, 


I Pluck'd this Morn theſe beauteous F low'rs, 
Emblem of my flecting Hours ; 
"Tis thus, ſaid I, my Life-time flies, 
So it blooms, and ſo it dies. 
And, Lo! how ſoon they ſteal away, 
| Wither'd cer the Noon of Day. 
Adieu! well-pleas'd, my End I fee, 
Gently taught Philoſophy : 
Fragrance and Ornament alive, 
Phyſick after Death they give. 
Let me throughout my little Stay 
Be as uſeful, and as gay: £ 


My Cloſe as early let me meet, 
So my Odour be as ſweet! 
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To a FRIEND, pon his MARRIAGE. 


H O fly at firſt your Marriage K not You ty'd, 
A ſecret Bridegroom and unthought-of Bride ; 
Left Military Tunes might ſhock your Ear, 
Of Drums hoarſe-ſounding, or of Trumpets clear, 
Muſick will come at length, tho not fo ſoon, 
You ſtill ſhall be faluted with a Tune: 
Some Sport at leaſt Fll to your Wedding bring, 
And tho' I might not dance, yet ſhall I fing. 
Bleſt may your Marriage prove! 1 joy'd at none 
With Gladneſs more intenfe, except my own. 
Of Envy void, your happy State I ſee; 
And may you neer have Cauſe to envy me. 
No jarring Diſcord of domeſtick Strife 
Diſturb the well-ſet Harmony of Life ; 
By Deeds, not Words, your higher Pow'r defend, 
And ſeldom come ſo far as to contend: © 
For Husbands gainſt their Wives to take the Field 
Is the moſt baſe of all things — but to yield. 
If num'rous Offfpring ſhould your Withes blefs, 
O may they never break your Houſhold Peace 
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Never of Nature's Rights their Parents tell, 
And free-born plead their Priviledge to rebel. 

Some think that Vows were made for Man alone, 
And mind his Promiſe, but neglect their own. 
Love, Honour, Worſhip, perfectly they fay, 
But treacherous is their Memory — to Obey. 
May that curſt Vice your Union neer divide, 
By Fools call'd Spirit, but by Wiſe-men Pride. 
Whence perjur'd Wives rebellious {light their Head, 
And Boſom Vipers gnaw the Marriage Bed : 
The deadlieſt Plague that can inflicted be, 
Except Adultery and Jealouſy. 

Pleas'd with your Lot, contented and reſign d, 
Let mean Ambition never taint your Mind ; 
Nor ſeek Preferment's broad but dirty Road, 
True to Yourſelf, your Country, and your God. 
Would You to riſe profeſs yourſelf agreed 
In each vile Tittle of the Cz a Ts mM an's Creed; 
To murder Kings, if Subjects they diſpleaſe ? 
No matter for your Oaths and Ho mitts. 


The : 


Long ſince the writing this, the CxarTsMa nN has ſaid, Paſſive Obedience 


lies skulking in the HomrLies: an Expreſſion of great Propriety, ſince 
Politicians are not uſed to read ſuch Books. 
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The facred Right of Biſhops to diſown, 
No matter for your Goſpel or your Gown. 
No Freedom to diſſent the Tyrants gave, 
Who with Pretence of Liberty enſlave: 
And Moderation Finger heavier weighs 
Than Perſecution's Loins in To RY Days. 

Prize much each other's Company, tis fair 
They join in Pleaſure, who muſt join in Care. 
While of Your Preſence fond, She decks the Board, 
And pleas'd and ſmiling caters for her Lord ; 
Treats him with Wine and Wild-fowl, if he pleaſe, 
She'll find it cheaper far than Bread and Cheeſe. _ 
If Friends abroad ſhould once the Man engroſs, 
She'll find the Gain on't will not pay the Loſs. 
For moſt from Home will naturally fly, 
When forc'd at Home to faſt and mortify. 0 9 
Who ſpares for Meat and Drink in keeping Houſe, 
May fave her Subſtance, but may loſe her Spouſe. 
Then may ſhe rave and pine and fret in vain, 
No Art on Earth can bring him back again. 
Whoe'er a Conſcience void of Guilt can ſhare, 
Has Cauſe to laugh and caſt away old Care; 

5 5 May 
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May light the Evil of the future Day, * 
And till Misfortune comes, — why let it ſtay. 
A Time for all things is ordain'd on high, 
A Time to love and live, to part and die. 
In mutual Love th' allotted Seaſon ſpend, 
Pleas'd with the Way, nor mindleſs of the End. 
Let gayeſt Mirth and ſtricteſt Reaſon meet, 
When Old be cheerful, as when Voung diſcreet. 
In ſerious Hours nor Levity betray, 
Nor frown preciſely, nor be grave at Play. 
In ſhort, two little common Words compriſe 
Your Duty and your Bliſs, — Be MERRY and be wis B. 


4 


EriGRAM, from the Greek. 


X Blooming Youth lies buried here, 
Eur h EMIus, to his Country dear: 
Nature adorn'd his Mind and Face 

With ev'ry Muſe, and ev'ry Grace: 

About the Marriage State to prove, 

But DEATH had quicker Wings than Lo vx. 
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And Rapture join d with Folly | 
| 1 
For how can Pleaſure ſolid be 
Where Thought is out of Seaſon ? 


Do 1 love You, or You love Me, 


Our Senſe 3 rightly we'll . 


My Dear, without a Reaſon ? 
III. 


No Paradiſe expecting; 
Vet envying none the trifling Joy, 
That will not bear reflecting. 


For Wiſdom's Pow'r (ſince after all 


Ev'n Life is paſt the curing,) 


Softens the worlt that can befall, 


And makes the beſt enduring. 


OW do they err, who throw their Love 
On Fate or Fortune wholly ; 
Whom only Rants and Flights can move, 


The 
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The PIG: A Tart. 


_VV E HusBaNDs on a Winter's Day, 
Were met to laugh their Spleen away. 
As Wine flows in, and Spirits riſe, 
They praiſe their Conſorts to the Skies. 
Obedient Wives were ſeldom known, 
Yet all could anſwer for their own. 
Acknowledg'd each as Sov'reign Lord, 
Abroad, at Home, in Deed, in Word : 
In ſhort, as abſolute their Reign, as 
Grand-Seignior's over his Sultanas. 

For Pride, or Shame to be out-done, 
All join'd in the Diſcourſe but One; 
Who vex'd ſo many Lies to hear, 
Thus ſtops their arrogant Career : 
Tis mighty ſtrange, Sirs, what you fay ! 
What! all fo abſolutely way! | 
In Ex LAND, where IT ALIANs wile 
Have placd the Women's Paradiſe? 
In Loxpox, where the Sexes Flower 
Have of that EDEN fix d the Bow'r? 

L 2 


Fie, 


POEM 8. 
Fie, Men of Senſe to be fo vain! 
You're not in TURKEY or in SPAIN, 
True BxIToxs all, Pl lay my Life 
None here is Maſter of his Wife. 
Theſe Words the general Fury rouſe, 


And all the common Cauſe eſpouſe. 


Till one with Voice fuperior ſaid 


(Whoſe Lungs were founder than his Head,) 


IIl fend my Footman inſtant Home, 
To bid his Miſtreſs hither come: 


And if ſhe flies not at my Call, 


To own my Pow'r before you all, 


Tl grant I'm hen-peck'd, if you pleaſe, 


As SH CK Or as SOCRATES. 


Hold there, replies th' Objector fly, 


Prove firſt, that Matrons never lie; 


Elſe Words are Wind. To tell you true, 


I neither credit them nor you. 

No, we'll be judg d a ſurer Way, 

By what they do, not what they ſay. 
I'll hold You ſeverally that boaſt, 


A Supper at the Loſer's Coſt, 


That 
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That if you'll but vouchſafe to try 3 
A Trick Tl tell you by and by, 
Send ftrait for ev'ry Wife quite round, 
One Mother's Daughter is not found, 
But what before her Husband's Face 
Point: black his Order diſobeys. 
Jo this they one and all conſent, 
The Wager laid, the Summons went. 
Mean while he this Inſtruction gives, 
Pray only gravely tell your Wives, 
Your Will and Pleaſure is, t invite 
Theſe Friends to a Boll Pie to Night: 
The commoner the Trick has been, 12 
The better Chance have you to win: 
The Treat is mine, if they refuſe; 
But if they boil it, then J loſe. 
The firſt to whom the Meſſage came 
Was a well-born and haughty Dame; 
A ſaucy, independent She, 
With Jointure and with Pin-Money, 
Secur d by Marriage Deeds from Wants, 
Without a ſep' rate Maintenance. 
| N 1 
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Her Loſtineſs diſdain d to hear 

Half-through her Husband's Meſſenger; 

But cut him ſhort with — How dare he 
*Mong Pot-Companions ſend for me? : to oO 
He knows his Way, if ſober, Home 
And if he wants me, bid him come. 

This Anſwer haſtily return d, 
Pleas'd all but him, whom it Wen 

For each Man thought, his Wife on Tal 
Would brighter ſhine by this Denial. 
The ſecond was a Lady gan, 

Who lov'd to viſit, drefs and play; 

To ſparkle in the Box, or Ring, 
And dance on Birth-nights for the King: 
Whoſe Head was buſy wont to be 
With ſomething elſe than Cookerʒ. | 
She hearing of her Husband's Nam, 
Tho much a Gentlewoman, came. 
When half-inform'd of his Requeſt. | 
A Diſh as he deſir d it dreſ, 

Quoth Madam, with a ſerious Face, 
Without enquiring what it was, 


2H N | You 
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You can't ſure for an Anſwer look, 
Sir, do you take me for your Cook $9! 
But I muſt haſte a Friend to ſee, 1 
Who ſtays my coming for her Tea. 
So ſaid, that Minute out ſhe flew : 


What could the ſlighted Husband do pi liod | 


His Wager loſt muſt needs appear, 
For none obey that will not hear. 
The next for Houſewifry renown'd, 

A Woman notable was own'd, 
Who hated Idleneſs and Air, 
And minded Family- ABT cf 


Expert at ev'ry thing was ſne ,,,, 


At Needle-work, or Surgery MA. WO 


Fam'd for her Liquors far and near, £0] 
From richeſt Cordial to Small- Beer. 


To ſerve a Feaſt ſnhe underſtood, 


In ENGLISH or in Fox EIGN Mode: 


Whate er the wanton Taſte could chuſe 
In Sauces, Kickſhaws; and Ragons. 
She ſpar'd for neither Coft nor Pain, 
Her welcome Gueſts to entertain. 


Her- 
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Her Husband fair accoſts her thus ; h 
To Night theſe Friends will ſup with us. 
She anſwer'd with a Smile, My Dear, 


Your Friends are always welcome there. 


But we defire a Pig, and pray 
You'd boil it. - Boil it, do you ſay? 
T hope you'll give me leave to know 
My Buſineſs better, Sir, than ſo. 
Why! ne er in any Book was yet 
Found ſuch a whimſical Receit. 
My Dreſſing none need be afraid of, 
But ſuch a Diſh was never heard of. 
I'll roaſt it nice, — but ſhall not boil it, 
* Let thoſe that know no better ſpoil it. 
Her Husband cry d, For all my Boaſt, 
TI own the Wager fairly loſt. 
And other Wives beſides my Love, 
Or I'm miſtaken much, may prove 
More chargeable than this to me, 
To ſhow their Pride in Houſewitry. 
Now the poor Wretch who next him ſate, 
Felt his own Heart go pit-a-pat, 


— 


For 
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For well he knew his Spouſe's Way; | 
Her Spirit brook'd not to obey 5 | 
And never yet was in the wrong : 
He told her with a trembling Tongue, 
Where, and on what, his Friends would feaſt, 
, And how the Dainty ſhould be dreſt. 
To Night? quoth, in a Paſſion, ſhe ; 
No, Sirs, to Night it cannot be. 
And was it a boil'd Pig you faid ? 
You and your Friends ſure are not mad | 
The Kitchen is the proper Sphere, 
Where none but Females ſhould appear : 
And Cooks their Orders, by your Leave, 
Always from Miſtreſles receive. 
Boll it! was ever ſuch an Aſs! 
Pray, what would you defire for Sauce ? - 
If any Servant, in my Pay, 
Dare dreſs a Pig that filly Way, 
In ſpight of any Whim of your's, 
TIl turn them quickly out of Doors: 


For no ſuch Thing, nay, never frown, 
Where I am Miſtreſs, ſhall be done. 


M i IG Each 
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Each Woman wiſe her Husband rules, 
Paſſive Obedience is for Fools. 
This Caſe was quickly judg d. Behold, 
A Fair One of a ſoſter Mould; 
Good Humour ſparkled in her Eye, 
And unaffected Pleaſantry. 
So mild and ſweet ſhe enter d in, 
Her Spouſe thought certainly to win. 
Pity ſuch golden Hopes ſhould fail ! 
Soon as ſhe heard th' appointed Tale, 
My Dear, I know not, I proteſt, 
Whether in earneſt or in jeſt, 
So ſtrange a Supper you demand ; 
Howe er Tl! not diſputing ſtand, 
But do't as freely as you bid it, 
Prove but that ever Woman did it. 
This Cauſe, by general Conſent, 
Was loſt for want of Precedent. 
Thus each deny'd a ſeveral Way; 
But all agreed to diſobey. 
One only Dame did yet remain, 


Who downright honeſt was and plain: 
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If now and then her Voice the tries 


"Tis not for Rule, but Exerciſe. 

Unus'd her Lord's Commands to flight, 

Yet ſometimes pleading for the right, 

She made her little Wiſdom go 

Farther than wiſer Women do. 

Her Husband tells her, looking grave, 

A roaſted Pig I boil'd would have; 

And to prevent all Pro and Con, 

I muſt inſiſt to have it done. 

Says ſhe, My Deareſt, ſhall your Wife 

Get a Nick-Name to laſt for Life? 

If you reſolve to ſpoil it, do; 

But I defire you'll eat it too: 

For though tis boil'd to hinder Squabble, 

I ſhall not, will not, fat at Table. 
She ſpoke, and her good Man alone 

Found he had neither loſt nor won, 

So fairly parted Stakes. The reſt 

Fell on the Wag that caus'd the Jeſt, 

Would your Wife boil it ? Let us ſee. 

Fold there — you did not lay with me. 

M 2 
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n in ſpite of all you boaſted, 
Your Pigs are fated to be roaſted. 


The Wager's loſt, no more contend, 
But take this Counſel from a Friend: 


Boaſt not your Empire, if you prize it, 


For happieſt he that never tries it. 
Wives unprovok d think not of Sway, 
Without commanding they obey. 

But if your dear Ones take the Field, 


' Reſolve at once to win or yield. 


For Heaven no Medium ever gave 
Betwixt a Sovereign and a Slave. 


m — — 


E PIT APH on Gau ESTER and FREE-THINKER:. 


Jacta eſt Alea. 


E RE lies a Sceptick, long in doubt 
If Death could kill the Soul or not; 
Death ends his Doubtfulneſs at laſt, 
Convinc'd, but Oh the Die is caſt. 
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A 
Letter from a Guardian to a Young Lady. 


—_ ſhall I try Your growing Senſe t improve 
With friendly Counſel of à Guardian's Love? 
On moral Verſe a while your Thoughts engage, 

Soft as your Sex, and cheerful as your Age ? 

Say, ſhall I try to ſuit with flowing Rhime 

The joyous Seaſon of your Virgin. Prime ? 

Intreat you early to be wiſe. and good, 

To Reſt and Peace, the ſure and only Road? 

So may your Pleaſure with your Life-time ſtay, 

Time unrepented wing its happy Way, 

As ev ry Year Fifteen, and ev ry Month were Mar. 

Look on Embroid'ry, not a Sprig that's there 

Was made by Chance, or finiſh'd without Care. 

By Art the Flowers beneath the Needle grow, 
The Stems riſe verdant, and the Roſe-buds blow. 

Art governs Life ; who Happineſs attains 


(SV) 


Muſt ſpare no T hinking, and refuſe no Pains; 
Nor fear from hence that Trouble ſhould ariſe, 
For Thought is never Trouble to the Wile. 


And 


And few were ever blek'd by Chance alone, 
It fails in Thouſands where it hits in One. 
Of all-the Charms the Female Sex deſire, 
That Lovers doat on, and that Friends admire, 
| Thoſe moſt deſerve Your With that longeſt laſt, 
Not like the Bloom of Beauty, quickly paſt ; 7 
Virtue the chief: this Men and Angels prize 
Above the fineſt Shape and brighteſt Eyes. 
By this alone untainted Joys we find, 
As large, and as immortal as the Mind. 
Whate er Your Age would reap, Your Youth ſhould ſow, 
For the great Seed-time of Your Life is now; 
When Fancy's mimick Pow'r is warm and ſtrong, 
Engraving deeply, and retaining long, 


The Signet thus caſt in the beſt-wrought Mould 
Imprints no Likeneſs when the Wax is cold. 

"Tis no Diſgrace a Book to underſtand, 
And Spelling well becomes the faireſt Hand. ; 
Boldly with Knowledge ſtock Your Soul within, 
It adds no Freckle to the whiteſt Skin, 


What Age can ſcarcely learn and hardly hold. : 


In 
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In Song or Dance mars not a fingle Grace, | ; 
And ſpoils no Feature in the lovelieft Face. 

Could You like warbling Az AaBELL a ſing, 

With flying Fingers wake the vocal String, I 
In ſprightly Dance th exacteſt Judges pleaſe, 

At once with Fire, and Decency, and Eaſe. 

Age ſtiffens Joints, and makes our Motion weak, 

And turns the fweeteſt Quaver to a Squeak. 

Virtue and Knowledge will for ever ſtay, 

And cheer the Life-blood when the Hairs are grey. 

One gen' ral Caution through Your Youth be ſhown, 

To truſt nor Man nor Woman when unknown : 

Let ſure Experience to Eſteem commend 

Both the Male Suitor and the Female Friend; 

Or ſtrict Enquiry prove their Conduct true 

To God and Man, elſe think them falſe to Vou. 

Too oft unworthy Wretches F avour ſhare, | | 
For Boſom Friends, an Auction they declare, 
And to the higheſt Bidder fell the Fair. 

Too oft the truſted Confident prevails, 

The Handmaid conqu'ring, "wy the Lover fails. 
"Tis 


96 P O E M S. 
'Tis hard for heedleſs Youth the Snare to ſhun, 
By their own Gold the Fortunes are undone. 
 Unwary Maids of their own Sex are fond, 
And Diamond is cut with Diamond, 

To paſs their Time need Mortals e er be told? 
Loſt by the Voung, and wiſh'd-for by the Old. 
Devotion's Practiſe claims the earlieſt Part, 

And Books, that clear the Head, and warm the Heart. 
Beſides, brisk Youth Amuſements may inyent, 

At once genteel, ingenious, innocent. 

Behold, -to pleaſe the Eye if ſhe incline, 

Colours to limn, and Pencils to defign : 

Grave Hiſtories Employment may ſupply, 

Or the gay Scenes of lighter Poetry. 

Nor need the Fair th' induſtrious Needle ſhun, 

Or hate the Nun's-work, tho' ſhe hates the Nun. 
When Great AucusTus rul'd the World and Rows, 
The Cloth he wore was ſpun and wove at Home, 
His Emp'reſs ply'd the Diſtaff and the Loom. 

And EncL1sn Laws the proudeſt Beauty name 


When ſingle SyINsT ER, and when married DAM E. 


Nay, 
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Nay, Houſhold Cares to wiſeſt Women yield, 

A large, an uſeful, and a grateful Field: 

To make the cleanly Kitchen ſend up Food, 

Not coſtly vain, but plentifully good : 

To bid the Cellar's Fountain never fail, 

Fill'd with the well-brew'd Stores of native Ale: 
To cheat the Palate with domeſtick Wines, 

Tho' Noxman WILLIAM grub'd up all our Vines: - 
To buy, to pay, to blame, or to approve, 
Within, without, below-ſtairs and above: 

To ſhine in ev'ry Corner like the Sun, © = 
Who ne'er pollutes his Beams with looking on. 

Or grant ſuch Care 10 Pleaſure could produce, 

Tis prudent not to {light it for its Uſe. 

The greateſt Wealth needs Care : a famous Peer 55 
With Forty-thouſand Pounds per Annum clear, | 
Has run beyond his Income ev ry Year. 

The Nobles daily find it to their Coſt, 

Tho' antient Hoſpitality is loſt. _ 

For no Eſtate with Negligence can hold, | 

And thoſe who count not, never keep their Gold. | 
| N 5 One 


| One glorious Scene of Action yet behind, 
The Fair that likes it is ſecure to find : 
| Cordials and Med'cines gratis to diſpenſe, 


A beauteous Inſtrument of Providence : 
Plaiſters, and Salves, and Sores to underſtand, 
The Surgeon's Art, befits a Lady's Hand. 
To friendleſs Pain unhop'd-for Eaſe to give, 
And bid the Hungry eat, and Sickly live. 
And thus, if we may credit Fame's Report, 

The beſt and faireſt in the Garrick Court, 
An Hour ſonietimes in Hoſpitals employ, 
To give the dying Wretch a Glimpſe of Joy; 
T' attend the Crowds that hopeleſs Pangs endure, 
And ſooth the Anguiſh which they cannot cure : 
To clothe the Bare and give the Empty Food, 
As bright as Guardian Angels and as good. 
Better import this Cuſtom out of FRA NE, 
Than the laſt Top-knot, or the neweſt Dance. 

I grant theſe Rules ſuit not the F aſhion now, 

Not thus our modern Girls to Women grow : 


Their Hours far diff rent Studies entertain, 
They learn to deal the Cards, and throw the Main : 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe Mothers at a ſingle Stake will play 

Their Fame, their Fortunes, and their Souls away. 
Perhaps a little farther Miſs proceeds, 

Writes without Rule, and without Spelling reads : 
Enters and leaves a Room with perfe& Skill, 

The Fan can flutter, and the Tea can fill. 

But oh! it dear Mamma ſhe can perſuade 

To change Quadrille at Night for Maſquerade ; 
Where ſhe her pretty Fancy may expreſs 

In ſome unnatural and improper Dreſs, 

She grows a Woman ſtrait, the Work is done, 

For Hot-beds ripen faſter than the Sun. 

There dang'rous Converſe to the virtuous Fair, 

The Scum and Refuſe of Mankind are there : 

Yet good or bad, this Priviledge they claim, 

To ſpeak their Thoughts without Reſtraint of Shame. 
The very vileſt both of Rich and Poor, 
From the lewd Peereſs to the hackney Whore. 

The lordly Rakehell taints the chaſteſt Ear, 

And “ fly-blows all his Wit and Poiſon there. 


Notorious Profligates, whom none admit 


Of common Prudence at their Board to fit ; 


N 2 Scoundrels 
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Scoundrels, who, if bare-fac'd they durſt appear, 

Would Kicks, and Blanketting, and Cudgels fear. 

As if the Maid could be diſcreetly bred, 

Who minds the Board, but never guards the Bed. 

But leaſt too much Your Patience I offend, 

Like an Old Man Tl with a Story end. 

* A celebrated Lady once there was, 

In ChaxL Es the Martyr's and the Second's Days, 

Who Foreign Courts and Princes had ſurvey'd, 

When ask d what an accompliſh d Woman made, 
With memorable Anſwer, — thus She faid : 

She who her preſent Buſineſs learns to do, 


WWW 


High without Pride, and without Meanneſs low; 


She only with compleat Deſert is crown'd, 
Who never for a loſs at Action found, : 


To ſcour a Kettle knows, or ſet a Diamond. 


* Lady Fanſhaw : Sir Richard was Embaſſador in Spain. 


SONG 
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HAT Man, in his Wits, had not rather be poor,” 


Than for Lucre his Freedom to give ? 
Ever buſy the Means of his Life to ſecure, 
And fo ever neglecting to live. 


II. 

Environ'd from Morning to Night in a Crowd, 

Not a Moment unbent or alone: 
Conſtrain'd to be abject, tho never fo proud, 

And at ev'ry one's Call, but his own. 
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Still repining; and longing for Wie each au, 

Yet ſtudiouſſy flying it ſtill: | 


With the Means of enjoying his Wich! in his Pow r, 


But accurſt with his wanting the Will. 


For a Vear muſt be paſt, or a Day muſt be come, | 


Before he has Leifure to reſt: 


He muſt add to his Store this or that pretty Sum, 


And then will have Time to be bleſt. 


S ER 


V. But 
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But his Gains, more bewitchin g the more they increaſe, 
Only ſwell the Deſire of his Eye. 


Such a Wretch let mine Enemy live, if he pleaſe ; 
Let not even mine Enemy die. 


On Mr. HOBBES. 


Occaſioned by a Copy of VersEs written by the 
Earl ef MULGRAVE 


"= IS juſtly ought! to og is ever hard, 
When real Virtue: fires the glowing . 1 
But harder far, whene ber the Poets Mine 
Lab' ring creates the Worth he cannot find. 
"Twill task a Cow E vs Genius, to commend 
Falſe Bxurus cringing while he ſtabs his Friend: 
To make the Trifler Honzzs unworthy . 
Will ask the utmoſt of a Wit like Thine! | 
The Reader's Malice makes the Satyr 3 1 
Vet Praiſes void of Truth are Flatteries, , 
$67. N Which 
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Which ſteal from genuine Worth the Honours due; 5 
Romantic Heroes thus obſcure the true. 

The Wiſe and Good Morality will guide, 
And Super flition all the Word beſide. 
As Wiſe and Great no longer then muſt ſhine, 
Good SocRATESs, or PLaTo the Divine: 
On Antient GREECE is paſs d a gen ral Doom, 
And Tur Iv pleading for the Gods of Rous. 
All Statues to their Fame are overthrown, 
And HoBBES or ErIcvukus ſtands alone 
Shall Chriſtian Virtues too the Slander ſhare,. 
And wait, as Captives, his Triumphal Car? 
As by ſuperior Excellence compell'd, | 
Shall Ax x A bow? Shall CHARLES the Martyr Yield? 
Hyves, wiſe in Calms, and faithful in the Storm, 
Great to record, but greater to perform ? FE 
Wide-conqu'ring RALRB TIGER, and far-ſearching Boris, 
And Nt wToN, Glory of our Age and Ile? 
Are theſe the vulgar ſuperſtitious Crowd, 

That own the Maxims of th' Incarnate Gop # 
Rather than Heav'n, let Earth be diſeſteem'd, 

And HoBBES exploded, than our GOD blaſphem d. 


Hons! 
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HoßB ESI] in whoſe ey ry Page difplay'd | we be 
His Privilege of Man, Abſurdity ! 

'Tis hard to point where moſt his Merits ſhine, 
In human Learning, or in Laws divine. 

All Matter thinks as ſuch, he gravely ſays, 

The ſmalleſt Grain of Sand, and Spire of Graſs; 
Only t expreſs their Thoughts they wanted Pow'r, 
Till he aroſe, their fweet-tongu'd Orator. 
Rome's wildeſt Legends are excell'd at once, 
With thinking Blocks and philoſophick Stones. 
; Say, whence his far-fam'd Politicks began, 
Whence his admir'd and lov d LE VIATHAN: 
Wearied with Exile, baſely he comply'd, 

And, Coward, ſtarted from the ſuff ring Side: 
With abject Lies uſurping Force ador d, 
And meaſur d Juſtice by the longeſt Sword. 
Bleſs d Moraliſt! who taught ev'n Good and Ill 
To veer obſequious to the Tyrant's Will : 


Prone to renounce his Senſe at Cx oM wr LL's Nod, 


And Traytor to his Prince, as to his God. 
Near, all ye Wits, his Goſpel ! Tales receiv a, 
In private ſeign d, and publickly believ d, 
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Theſe are Religion. He alike eſteems 


The Prornt Ts Viſions and the RABBIES Dreams; 


Nor matters who the riſing Sect begun, 

Or Maxy's Offfpring, or AB DALLA's Son. 

No ſmalleſt Diff rence can his Wiſdom find; 
For Colours all are equal to the Blind. 

Vet Tales, when once eſtabliſſi d by the State, 

He holds for ſacred, and as fix d as Fate: 

Nor ſhall th Almighty Lo xp his Pleaſure ſhow, 

Without Dependance on the Gods below. 

The Civil Creed no Subje& muſt deny, 

Or disbelieve it, though 'tis own'd a Lie. 

Hither from fartheſt Eaſt, ye Bxamins, come; 

Hither, ye Weſtern Locuſts — Monks of Rows : 

Behold this frontleſs, all- impoſing Man, 


And match him with Your Prieſt- craft, if Ye can. 


Prodigious Sage] who taught Mankind to know 
The dang'rous Cheats of Ro IN GooprtLLowl! 
Of Faries tripping light a Moon-ſhine Round, 
Where riſing Verdure marks the circled Ground! 
Charm'd down by him, each airy Spirit flies, 


And groſſer Witches vaniſh from our Eyes. 
£ | 
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Crones, untransform'd, their own bad Figures keep, 
And Broomſtaffs peaceful in their Corners ſleep. 
Vet vulgar Tales this mighty Champion ſcare, 
This Foe to Shades, this Conqu ror of the Air: 
Ghoſts immaterial he as Dreams decries, 
Vet dreads their Pow'r, whoſe Being he denies. 
The Noon-day Boaſter, ſtrait a Coward grown, 
Shudders and trembles in the Dark alone: 
Spectres and Phantoms glare before his Sight, 
Which, when the Candle enters, ceaſe to fright. 
"Twas thus he liv'd, our Nation's boaſted Pride 
And, (Oh! that Truth could hide it !) thus he dy d. 
Dreams, Whimſies, Fancies, Nothings, then he fear d; 
And leap d into the Dark, and diſappear'd. 

Not thus his matchle6 Wikdom BAC ox ſhow'd, 
He found in all Things, and he own'd, a GOD. 
As farther learn'd, ftill readier to adore ; 
And ftill the more he knew, beliey'd the more. 
_ Glories to Virtue due ſecure to find, 
Unbounded and immortal as his Mind. 
Could Hog BESs, alas! an equal Proſpect ſee 
In the ſad Gloom of dark Futurity? | 
2 | Who 
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Who dreamt that Man once Duſt ſhall never riſe, - 
That when the Carcaſs falls the Spirit dies. 
If quite extinct, inſenſible of Fame, 
Yet barr'd the poor Reverſion of a Name. 
While yet alive, by Vanity betray d, 
He faw his fleeting groundleſs Honours fade: 
Nor ſacred Verſe their Luſtre can prolong; 


No, not a CowIE 's nor a MulcGRraye's Song. 


On the DEATH of 23 5 
Mr. Mok Ax of Chrift-Church, Oxford. 


I F aught beneath them happy Souls attend, 
1 Let MoxGan hear the Triumph of a Friend, 
And hear well-pleas d. Let Libertines fo gay | 
With careleſs Indolence deſpiſe the Lay : 
Let Critick Wits and Fools, for Laughter born, 
Their Verdict paſs with ſupercilious Scorn : 
Let jovial Crowds, in Wine their Senſes drown'd, 
Stammer out Cenſure in their frantick Round: 
„„ 1 | Let 
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Let yawning Sluggards faint Diſlike diſplay, 
Who while they truſt To-morrow loſe To-day. 
Let ſuch as theſe the pious Strains condemn, 
For 'tis true Glory to be hiſsd by Them. 
Wiſe in his Prime, he waited not 'till Noon, 
Convinc'd that Mortals “never liv'd too ſoon.” 
As if foreboding then his little Stay, 
He made his Morning bear the Heat of Day. 
Fix'd while unfading Glory he purſues, | 
No Ill to hazard, and no Good to loſe; 
No fair Occaſion glides unheeded by, 
Snatching the golden Moments as they fly, 
He by few fleeting Hours enſures Eternity. 
| Friendſhip's warm Beams his artleſs Breaſt inſpire, 
And tend reſt Rev'rence to a much-loy'd Sire. 
He dar'd for Heav'n this flatt'ring World forego, 
Ardent to teach, as diligent to know. 
Unwarp'd by ſenſual Ends or vulgar Aims, . 
By idle Riches, or by idler Names. 
Fearful of Sin in ev'ry cloſe Diſguiſe, 
Unmov'd by threat ning, or*by gloſing Lies. 


Seldom 
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Seldom indeed the Wicked came fo Kr 

Forc d by his Piety to defenſive War: 

Whoſe Zeal for other Men's Salvation ſhown, 
Beyond the reach of Hell ſecur'd his own. 
Glad'ning the Poor where e'er his Steps he turn d, 


Where pin d the Orphan, or the Widow mourn'd : 


rog 


Where Pris ners figh'd beneath Guilt's horrid: Stain, 


The worſt Confinement, and the heavieſt Chain: 
Where Death's ſad: Shade the uninſtructed Sight 
Veil'd with thick Darkneſs in the Land: of Light. 
Our Saviour thus fulfill'd his great Deſign, 

(For Human may be liken'd to Divine) 
Heal d each Diſeaſe that Bodies frail endure; 


And preach'd th' unhop'd-for Goſpel to the Porr. 


Nor yet the Prieſtly Function he invades, 
"Tis not his Sermon, but his Life, perſuades. 
Humble and teachable to Church: he 3 

Prepar d to practiſe, not to criticize. 

Then only angry, when a Wretch conveys 
The Deiſts Poiſon in the Goſpel Phraſe. 
To Means of Grace the laſt Reſpect he ſnow d, 
Nor ſought new Paths, as wiſer than his God. 


Their 
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Their ſacred Strength preſerv d him from Extremes 
Of empty Outſide, or Enthuſiaſt Dreams; 
Whims of Mor.1xos, loſt in Rapture's Miſt, 
Or QuAR ER, late-reforming Quietiſt. 
He knew that Works muſt here our Faith employ, 
And that tis Heav ns great Buſineſs to enjoy, 
Fix d on that Heavn, he Death's Approaches ſaw, 
Nor vainly murmur d at our Nature's Law. 8 
Repin' d not that his Youth © ſoon ſhould go,. . 
* Nor griev d for fleeting Pleaſures here below. 12:4 dw b 
Of ſharpeſt Anguiſh fcorning to complain, 
He fills with Mirth the Intervals of Pain. 
| Not only unappall d, but cheerful,” ſees 
The dark cold Paſſage that muſt lead to Peace. 
Strong with immortal Bloom, ſecure to riſe, * 2074 
The Tears for ever baniſh'd from his Eyes. 
Who now regrets ua early Youth would ſpend 
The Life ſo nobly that ſo ſoon ſhould end? 
Who blames the Stripling for performing more 
Than Doctors grave, and Prelates of 'Three-fcore ? 
Who now eſteems bis Fervour indiſcreet, 
| His Pray 'rs too frequent, and his Alms too great? 
_— 5 2 a | N Who 
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Who thinks, where bleſt he reigns beyond the Sky, 
His Crown too radiant, and his Throne too high ? 
Who but the Fiend, who once his Courſe withſtood, 
And whiſper'd — Stay till Fifty to be good. 
Sure, if believ d, F obtain his helliſn Aim, 
Adjourning to the Time that never came. 


i. * — 
— — tt * * —_ —— — 


O N 
The Birth-Day of a CHILD of a Tear Ola. 


| L 
H AIL ! to thy Parents Wiſhes born, 
Permitted here to ſtays...) 
To ſee once more the cheerful Morn: 
That gave Thee into Day. 
| II. 
Within a ſingle little Year 
Thy Siſters liv' d to die, 
Juſt ſhown on Earth to diſappear, 
Sent early to the Sky. 


III. May'ſt 
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Ay III. 
May'ſt Thou, with happier Lot than theſe, 
Thy Parent's Hopes employ ; 
And Years, and many Years, increaſe 
Th' Occaſion of their Joy. 
In Piety and Virtue grow, 
— ae 
Bleſs d with a longer Life below, 
And higher Place above. 


— 


0 the ROSE: From AN AcREZON. 


To the Ros I ftrike the String, 
Join the Conſort while Iſing. 
Scented firſt by heav'nly Breath, 
Sprung the Roſe for Man beneath ; 
Fragrant Bloſſom | yielding Joy, 
Dear to Venus and her Boy; 
To the Gracts dear, in Hours 
Full of Love, and full of Flow'rs : 


N the Garland-bearing Spring, | | 
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To the Mus Es it belongs, 
Subject of Poetick Songs. 
Sweet to Him, who haply ſtrays, 
Doubtful, flow, through thorny Ways: 
Sweet to her, who from the Stalk 
Plucks it in her Morning's Walk ; 
That her Virgin Hand may move 
To her Breaſt the Flow'r of Love. 
From the Ros x what Pleaſures riſe 
To the Gay, and to the Wiſe | 
This with gladſome Wreath inveſts 
Vernal and Autumnal Feafts ; 
Grace and Ornament affords 
To our Altars, and- our Boards. 
Ros Es all that's fair adorn, 
Roſy- finger d is the Morn, | 
Roſy-arm'd the Nymphs are ſeen, 
Roſy-skin'd is Beauty's Queen. 
Theſe the Sick and Languid pleaſe, 
Nay the Dead are deck'd with theſe : 


Theſe can even conquer Time, 


Since, when faded from their Prime, 


” S.till 


114 
Still they breathe Perfume, and hold 


 Dew-beſprinkled from the Wave 
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Youthful Odour when they're old. 
Say we whence the Roſe's Bloom ; 

When, from the neglected Foam, 

Hoary Ocean Venus gave | 


When Minzzva, fierce and fair, 
Queen of Tumult, and of War, 
Iſſued from the Head of Jove, 
Dreadful to. the Realms above ; 
Then the gen'ral Mother Barth 


| Teem'd, and bore a flow'ry Birth, 


New-born Ros E, producing Thee, 
Various, beauteous Progeny | 

See the Gods in Council meet 
See the Soil with Nectar fweet 


Soft they tinge ! and quick the Ros x 


Sacred to Ly us grows ; 
Deathleſs Flow'r, divinely born 


Glorious Offſpring of the Thorn! 


3 Y 


To 
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To the Right a the 
EARL of OXFORD, 
On the RE oV RAY of 


Lady MARGARET HazLzy (Ao Dutcheſs of PoxrLano) 
| from the Small-Pox. 


- wort 
H A1IL, the Parents, trembling late, 
Anxious rack d with Love and Fear, 
Leſt a Life ſhould yield to Fate, 
As their own to either dear | 
Hail, their Offfpring born again | 
Welcome Pleaſure after Pain! 
II. 1 
Heav'n the Mother's Pray r diſtreſt 
Heard, and, Mercy prone to ſhow, 
Gave a Daughter to the Breaſt, 
Melting ſoft at others Woe ; 
Never leaving to Deſpair 
Orphan's Want or Widow's Pray'r. 
1 III. Let 
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Let her, now to Health reſtor d, 

Lengthen d Life aright employ; 


Evry coming Year afford 
| Freſh Foundation for your Joy: 


Happy as her Parents prove, 


Well and wiſely live and love. 
IV. 


Let her Virtue, perfect grown, 


Daily to your Mind recall 
Kindneſs to your Father ſhown, 
In his Age, and in his Fall. 


Long, with Int'reſt, long may She 


Repay Your filial Piety. 
| 5 V. 
Only let her, tho' inclin'd 
Tend'reft Duty to diſplay, 


In her Father's Life-time find | 


No Misfortune to allay : , 
In that Inſtance let Her be 
Not fo dutiful as He. 


R E- 
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REFLECTIONS 
Upon theſe two Verſes of Mr. OLDHAM. 


Lord of my ſelf, accountable to none, 
But to my Conſcience, and my God alone. 
Bu bas x | 
IVB there, compos'd of earthly Frame, | 
Who dare ſuch Height of Pride to own, 
Lords of themſelves, themſelves to name, 
As if accountable to none? | 


How vain th' aſſuming in a Dream 


The Greatneſs due to G OD alone? 
Who ſelf-ſufficient, and ſupreme, | 
Still reigns accountable to none; ' 1 
Thus Lu cirERR his Honours loſt; 
Hurl'd headlong from his azure Throne; 
So dear the ſhort Aſpiring coſt, 
To reign accountable to none: 


TV. Pride 
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IV. 
Pride ſoars for Seraphims too high; 


Shall Man be proud, a Wretch forlorn k. 


E er well he lives ordain' d to die, 
of Sin conceiv'd, and Woman born? 
An angry Look, or fudden Word, 
A ſtinging Weed, or little Thorn, 


Can diſcompoſe this mighty Lord, 1 
Ol Sasa d. and ———_— 4 
cbt O 2 VL, Alf 10 2130.1 
The Nlighteſt Toy can end his 3 
The meaneſt Object of his Scorn 
Can cruſh this inder 
of Sin conceiv d, and Woman ban. 
1 A I-N 
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To reign accountable. to none ; 
The wiſeſt may vouchſaſe to fear 


Their Conſeience and their God alone. 


While Fools, for Terror or Reward, 
Are ſteer d by Motions not their own, 


Theſe 
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Theſe cent ring in themſelves, regard 
Their Conſcience and their God alone. 
W „5 
The World may flatter, or re vile. 
May court the Mitre or the Throne; 
Theſe fear the Frown and ſeek the Smile 
Of Conſcience and of God alone 
2] rr bas? wills ano g 
Here ſurely they may Refuge take; 
No, lower yet deſcend and lower; 
For ſee the Windings of the Snake 
Beneath the Beauties of the Flower: 
ee e or 
Saints from Accounting are not free; 
When Chains of Duty bind their Hands; 
And een when theſe are looſe, we ſee, 
That ſtrong Neceſſity commands, | 
Go | bid the wiſeſt Pleader gain 
The Cauſe of which he nothing ſees: 
Go | bid Phyſicians heal our Pain, 
Without enquiring the Diſeaſe. 
| XIII. De- 


XII. 
Depending ſeemingly on Air, 

| Her Nets the lab'ring Inſect ſpreads ; 

The nearer Nothing they appear, 

The eaſier tis to break their Threads. 
Through Nature we may ſearch in vain 3 | 
Where can this fond Chimera be, 

This Viſion of the waking Brain, 

This Idol Independancy ? _ 

dro? N 

The larger half of all Mankind, 

Not yet to Years of Reaſon grown, 
By God and Nature are aſſign d, 

Nor Will, nor Freedom of their own. 
Woman, a Goddeſs to the Fool, 
Without uſurping cannot ſway : 
By what Commiſſion ſhall ſhe rule, 
Sworn, nay created, to obey ? 
Subjects with ſworn Allegiance bow 
- T6 Sov Teigns, Heaven's peculiar Care ok 


4 


POEM Ss. 


And juſt Degrees of Duty owe 
To All that Cæs ax's Image bear, 
XVIII. 
Nay, tho th' unworthieſt of the Crowd 
Above their Fellows Heads ſhould ſoar, 
A PreMBROKE great, a THANET good, 
May bow to P------- when in Pow r 
If aught our Brother's Fall may cauſe, 
The Scandal giv'n we muſt remove 
Enjoin'd by Cax1sT, if not by Laws, 
To veil our Dignity to Love. 
At Charity's Almighty Call, 
Down, down is human Grandeur thrown, 
We then muſt give Account to all : 
And thus accountable to none |! 
The greateſt Sov reign of the Ball, 
High-rais d on his Imperial Throne, 
In Love muſt give Account to all; 


In Law accountable to none. 
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To Friends and Foes, to Great and Small, 
Our Country's Servants, nay our own, 
We all muſt give Account to all: | 
And thus accountable to none! 
But grant that, far from Human-kind, 
Obliging and oblig d by none, 
We graze like Anchorites, reſign'd 
To Conſcience and to God alone; 
Tho the firſt Thought perhaps may rove, 
As if from Awe of all we ran; 
Severely will the ſecond prove, 7 
That Pride was never made for Man- 
If all we think, and do, and fay, 
To Men and Angels will be ſhown 5 
What boots it for an Hour, or Day, 
| To lurk, accountable to none? 


An 
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An ANACREONTICK ODE, - 


U. hon a WEDDING _ Thirteen Years Courtſhip 


E GIN, - — the joyous + Nuptial ſing 
Wake the warbling dancing String 
Not old Ax Ack Ox would deſire 
Swieeter ſubject for his Lyre, fi 
Than Love for Length of Years the ſame, 
Bright with undiminiſh'd Fame; 
What later Ages rarely ſee, | 
Patriarchal Conftancy 1: ,- 
Let Miſers, fond of yellow'Mould, - 
Truck their Happineſs far Gold; P2110 
No ſhining Duſt his Choice could move, 
Wiſely fix'd to live and ore. 
May He for all the mii 150 
Ne er have Reaſon to rep ent; 
And She be ſtudious to repay 
Sev'n Years Seryice in a Day! : 
And both the Pain that $ paſt employ 
More to raiſe their preſent Joy. 


Q 2 If 
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If Children e er ſhould bleſs their Eyes, 
Healthy, Virtuous let them riſe; 

With new Endearments ſtill improve 


All the Tenderneſs of Love. 
Far from the cheerful Manſion, far, 


Shy Suſpicion breeding Jar ; 


Pride too aſpiring to deſcend, 


Wanton Wit that wounds a Friend: 


And Spirit high, with Humour join d, 


Curſe of Man and Womankind } _ 
May neither miſs the happy Raad, 
To their Duty, to their God ; 


While many, many Vears they ſee, 


Bleſs d with Peace and Piety! 
That all the Wiſe their Praiſe may give, 

Well this Pair knew how to live! 
That all who ſee their Death may cry, ; 81% 

Well this Pair knew hw to die ! 9 5 


To 


P O E MS. 126 


To the ME MO RW of the 
* Reverend Francis xv; D. D. 
Lord Biſhop of CHESTER. 


The Mamery of the Fuſ is Bleſſed, but rhe Name of the 
| Wicked ſhall rot. Prov. x. 7. 


| I SING a PRELATE good, Abdel now, 
Nor longer Angel of the Church below; 
Enthron d Triumphant ! — May the Lines be free 
From ſordid Hope, and frvile Flattery. 
Such Views, if known, this happy Saint would move 
| To ſhake his radiant Head, and frown Above. 
A gen'rous Plainneſs thro the Verſe be ſhown, 
Truth without Fear, and Roughneſs like his Own : 
Roughneſs, by none deſpis d, by moſt rever'd ; 
By Fools avoided, and by Vilkains fear d. | 
While Gas TRELL's Praiſes fill the hallow d Strain, 
Far hence Ye Falſe, Ye Vicious, Ye Prophane | 
Whoe er can Virtue out of Place deſpiſe, | 
And ſneak inglorious when Ye ſtoop to Riſe ; 
e N | Whoe er 
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Whoe'er for Int'reſt have Your Honour fold, 
And truck'd Your Conſcience, or Your Friend for Gold : 
Whoeer, with changing Factions, change Your Minds, 
And veer obſequious to the ſhifting Winds; 
Or ſhun to read, or reading ſcoff his Name, 
And where you mean him Scandal, give him Fame. 

Ve facred Founts, whence Truth and Learning ſpring, 
At once accept, and witneſs what I ſing. 
Mean Poet I, to bid in Numbers riſe | 
GasTRELL, the Learn'd, the Pious, and the Wiſe ! 
By Cams and Ths grateful Sons approvd ; 
By ANNE promoted, and by HaRLE V lovd. 
Him Iiir early bleſs d with calm Retreat, 
Where Arts ingenious fix d their happy Seat; 
Where LAup of old intrepid rul'd the Gown; 
Where FzLL preſided, and where Al DRICH ſhone : 
Studious in Youth, here learn d He to excell, 
And gain d the Wiſdom he employ'd fo well. 
Whether his nervous Eloquence he ſhow'd, 
I' aſſert creating and preſiding G OD, 
Author and End of All; whoſe Will is Fate, 
Almighty to Revenge, as to Create: 

u te 
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Or CRRISx, his conſecrated Pen require, 
Coæval Son deſcending from the Sire 
Whom Ranſom for his Foes the Father gave, 
Who liv'd to teach us, and who dy'd to ave. 
From Truth to Truth the ſolid Reas'ner goes, 
Nor Fraud can ſcape him, nor can Force oppoſe; 
And Earth and Hell may try their Arts in vain, 
To break one Link of th' Adamantine Chain. 

Hear him, when Learning ſeems his Voice to need, 
For Academick Honours boldly plead ; 
Mindful of Truth, as mindleſs of Applauſe, 
With Strength and Candour worthy of his Cauſe. | 
Long may thoſe Bulwarks of Religion ſtand, 
True to the Mitred Head, and Scepter'd Hand 92 
To future Times let HvpDE Immortal tell, 
How bravely ones they ſtood, how nobly fell. 
When Viper Sects our Parent Church ſubdu d, 
And Traytor Cxomwu11 gorg d himſelf with Blood ; 
Nor leſs diſtinguiſh'd Courage dard they ſhow, 
Againſt a diff rent, but an equal Foe. 
Their Worthies ſtem'd the Tide i in Danger's Hour, 
Againſt the Papal, as the Rebel Power : 
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In Youth, for Firmneſs to the Sire, undone, . 
In Hoary Age, ejected by the Son. 
In vain each Shape the ſubtle Serpent tries, 
_ With Schiſm would tear, with Hereſy ſurpriſe, 
Where Jane or Por TER trac'd the latent Snare; 


Where JAuEs and BRAU MON fill'd the Sacred Chair, 


And worthy fill d: ſuch Foreign Lands may ſtile 
Juſtly the Glories of BzxiTannia's Ifle 
Whate er ſelf-praifing Pedants idly ſay, 
More proud of Ign'rance than of Learning They 
Let thrifty Atheiſts vote their Charters down, 
Let Faction ftorm, and Superſtition frown : 

Let glittring Beaus their little Wits engage, 
And well-dreſt Van als barbarouſly rage. 
The more the Wiſe admire, convinc'd the more, 
The Banks are needful when the Billows roar. | 
"27% Spoiler once poſſeſs d the BRITISH Throne, 
Who curd the Church's Av rice by his own; 
Scatter d to Prieſts or Death or Famine round, 
Reform'd the antient Temples to the Ground : 
Yet Puritanick Saints ſome Gleanings met, 
And what the Hail had ſpar'd, the Locuſts eat. 


This 
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This ANN a deign'd with pitying Eye to ſee, 

Supreme alike in Pow'r and Piety | 
In Deſarts wild the Prophet's Sons She fed, 

And made the hungry Ravens bring them Bread ; 

And wiſely lib ral rais'd their growing Store, 

Nor plunder'd from the Rich to feed the Poor. 

How wide diffus d the Charity extends, 
When what the Prince begins, the Prelate ends ! 
For ſee the Loaves, which GasTzz11's Hands divide, 
Almoſt by Miracle are multiply'd. 
At once by Precept and Example led, 
From Breaſt to Breaſt infectious Bounty ſpread. 
The Deiſts ſcarce from offering could withold, 
And Miſers wonder d they ſhould part with Gold; 
Who grudge the ſmalleſt Mite to Churches giv'n, 
And count it Loſs on Earth, to gain in Heay'n. 

Nor Gifts nor Wealth th' Apoſtles need require, 

When G OD deſcending crown'd their Heads with Fire : 
subjected Nature's Courſe to their Commands, | 
Inſpir d their Lips, and acted by their Hands; 

Thro' palſy d Limbs freſh blooming Vigour ſhed, 
And ſpake the Dead alive, and Living dead. 
nn . No 
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No Pow'rs like theſe their Succeſſors can claim, 
Tho yet their Goſpel and their God the ſame : 
The nobleſt Preachers only now preſent 
The calm ſtill Wonder of a Life well-ſpent. 

Such Gas TRELL liv'd, on Duty bent alone, 
Studious to profit All, but flatter None ; 

Liſt ning attentive to the Wretch's Cry, 

The Griefs low-whiſper'd, and the ſtifled Sigh. 
When gath'ring Storms would touch his Soul with Fear, 
Unmov'd, tho' Peals of Thunder ſtruck his Ear: 
Careful by Works his Faith unfeign'd to prove, 

By Zeal unſhaken, and unweary'd Love: 

For tend' reſt Love and warmeſt Zeal agree; is 

| Nay, Zeal well-bounded turns to Charity, 

That cheers the Faint, bright-ſhining from afar, 
And guides to JES us like the Wiſe-Men's Star. 
Oh ! would th' Incarnate G OD to Prelates give 
To All like Him to write, like Him to live 

So Faith Divine might wider Beams diſplay, 

And win reſiſtleſs o'er the World its Way: 

So Rowe the Goſpel uncorrupt might own; 
And haughty Pontiffs vail their Triple Crown. 
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The frozen North might Biſhops' Thrones befriend, | 
And far as Thule to the Mitre bend 
Cautious and ſtrict, what Stedfaſtneſs he ſhow'd, 
Ordaining Servants for the Courts of G O D | 
Thither, thro' him, no Feet unhallow'd came, 
The Paſs was guarded with a Sword of Flame. 
No Criminals his awful Looks could bear, 
Who fled to ſhelter, not to worſhip there: 
Far let them fly, and ſeek in diſtant Lands 
For leſs intrepid Hearts, and meaner Hands. . 
Nor Frown, nor Smile, nor Terror, nor Reward, Sl | 
Mov'd him the Savious's Church to diſregard ; 
Almoſt as ſoon might PzTx x's Zeal have fold 
His heav'nly Pow'rs for periſhable Gold ; 
At Mammon's Beck diſpens d Ethereal Fire, 
And made Apoſtles for a Wizard's Hire. 
Some future PozT riſe, the PxzLAaTE's Praiſe 
Record ſublime in ever-during Lays ; 
To deathleſs Ages give his Fame declar'd : 
Such Heat celeſtial fir d the glowing Bard, 
For DA vip's Heir his Harp when Pz1ox ſtrung, 
Or Por with nobleſt Flight Mzss1an ſung. 
R 2 5 His 
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His Glory thus preſerv'd by Lays Divine, 

In Song coeval with the World might ſhine ; 
When Guſts of Paſſion fink, no more to riſe, 
And Envy mould'ring with his Aſhes lies: 
When Charms of preſent Int'reſt ſhall decay, 
And Faction's leſs ning Murmurs die away: 
When Virtue ſhall no more be deem'd a Crime, 
But Truth emerging triumph over Time. 

So when of Old, a Patriot great and good, 

In Rowe imperious or in ATHENs proud 
Some ſore Affront to Clowns or Tribunes gave, 
And ſcorn' d to flatter whom he fought to fave ; 
His hated Worth they doom'd by publick Voice, 
And Baniſhment or Death was all the Choice. 
Too late convinc'd their Raſhneſs they deplor d, 


And whom they judg'd before, they now ador'd ; 


By Crowns and Statues vain Repentance ſhow'd, 
And voted the Condemn'd into a Gov. 
GasTRELL the Art of Courts diſdain'd to know, 
And the fmooth Poliſh of a fawning Brow ; 
His Tongue refus d the ſubtle Stateſman's Part, 
And ſpoke the genuine Language of his Heart : 


 Fearles 
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Fearleſs of pow'rful Angers threat ning Eye, 
Too plain to double, and too brave to lie. 
Thoſe ſlaviſh abject Souls he ſcorn d ſevere, 
Who count Promotion never bought too dear; 
Who ply for Years the meaneſt, baſeſt Toil, 


Pleas d with a Nod, tranſported with a smile: 
Practiſe th' obeiſant Cringe, th expecting EY 


And watch each Turn of Whimſy in His ** . 


To ev'ry favour'd Liv'ry they can ſee, + 
Who crook the ſupple Hinges of the Knee; 
Hard lab'ring on their worthleſs Heads to ſet 
A Mitre Menial to a Coronet. 

His Loyalty from genuine Motives flow'd, 
True to his Prince, as faithful to his God. 
Him ſolemn Oaths could tie, tho' unconfin d 
By Bonds of Int reſt baſe, or Paſſion blind: 
By meaner Views while vulgar Subjects ſteer, 
And fix Allegiance as they hope or fear; 
Whom Rays of Favour muſt to Duty charm, 


(Thoſe who in Sun- ſhine bask may well be warm) 


If plac'd on high they rule the Common-weal, 
And well-paid Penſions recompenſe their Zeal : 
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But let the much-lov'd Sowreign pleaſe to frown, 
And coldly caſt theſe zealous Servants down, | 
Down ſinks the Weather-Glaſs ; no more they praiſe, 
But loſe their Duty, when they loſe their Place. 
So common Trees their annual Dreſs put on, 
Cheer d by the Vernal Show'rs and Summer Sun; 
While ſmiling Seaſons laſt, they flouriſh fair, 
850 ſtormy Autumn leaves them dead or bare: 
Not ſo the Laurel's conſtant Green we find, 
Careleſs of fav ring Sun or adverſe Wind, 
It holds its Leaf, when wint' ry Tempeſts blow, 
And keeps its Verdure underneath the Snow. 
The PRBLATE doom'd in Exile fad to rove, 
(Forgive, Ye Great Ones, for I ſtill muſt love l) 
Eer yet the Thunder from its Cloud was fled, 
Or lane d the Light ning pointed at His Head, 
Found GaAs TREII firm an Enemy to defend; 
Let Cowards leave, and Villains cruſh a Friend: 
No conſcious Guilt in common Danger ty'd, 
No partial Favour warp'd him to His Side. 
You that in Pomp of Grandeur ſtrut your Hour, 
In bright Meridian of unenvy'd Pow'r, 
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Try all your Friends, of ev'ry Rank and Kind, 
A Man like this amid your Thouſands find: 
Nor Levees throng d his Equal can fupply ; 
Nor Honours gain you, nor Exchequers buy 


When Loſs of beſt-lov'd Friends cal d to know, 


Next Pain ad Guilt the greateſt Il below: IRE 
For vain the Hope which Mortal Breath 3 


Since Ox rox yields to Fate, and ANN A dies am 


Griev'd, not diſmay'd, to Providence reſign d; 
Nor Death he courted, nor at Life repin d. 
Tho Crowds before him ſlept, from Toil releaſt, 
And pious SMALRIDGE had retir'd to Reſt : 
Nor fear'd, had Heav'n decreed it, to have ſtood. 
Adverſe againſt a World, and ſingly good. 

So brave Nass au oppos d the GaLLIk Reign, 


And found the Bz 1 61an Moles and Ramparts vain ; 


For leſs the Task old Ocean's Rage to guide, 
Than ſtem the Fury of Ambition's Tide. 

Dauntleſs tho foild, and tho out-number'd bold, 
Unaw'd by Faction, and unbrib'd by Gold. 
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No Spot of Earth unfought the Hero gave, 
No; till his Foes had earn'd it, not a Grave: 
Late in the fartheſt Dike reſolv'd to lie, 
Till Then to battle, and but There to die. 


On the PAs s Io of Our SAVIOUR. 


[7 ROM whence theſe dire Portents around, 
1 That Earth and Heav'n amaze ? 
| Wherefore do Earthquakes cleave the Ground? 
Not thus did Sina 1's trembling Head 
With facred Horror nod, 
Beneath the dark Pavilion ſpread 
Of Legiſlative God 
Thou Earth, thy loweſt Centre ſhake, 
With Jus v ſimpathiſe | 
Thou Sun, as Hell's deep Gloom be black, 
"Tis thy Creator dies 2 | 
IV. What 
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What Tongue the Tortures can declare 
Of this vindictiye Hour? 
Wrath he alone had Will to ſhare, 
As he alone had Pow'r | 
Sec fircaming from thi aceurled Tres... | 
His all-atoning Blood ! 
Is this the Infinite? Tis he | 8 
My SAVIOUR and my Gop 1 3 
rn | 
For Me theſe Pangs his Soul afkil, 
For Me the Death is born 1 
My Sin gave Sharpneſs to the Nail, 
And PT evry T horn. 
VII. 
Let Sin no more my Soul enſlave, 
Break, Lox, the Tyrant's Chain ; 
Oh, fave Me whom Thou cam'ſt to fave, 
Nor bleed nor die in vain! 


"I 
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Againft LI y R. From the Greek. | 


HAT Path of Liv by Maii is tod 


FX 4 
11 - 
9.1 7% 


Without repenting of the Road ? 
Buſineſs is Tumult, N oiſe, and Jar, 
At Home is „ w and Care : 
The Ocean Stcrim ad Terror yields, | 
And painful Toil and Sweat, the Fields : 
Abroad you're deſtitute, if poor; ; 
If Rich, endanger d by your Store. 
By Griefs the Nuptial State i is torn; 
The fingle, friendlefs and forlom. 
With Children, Sorrows will increaſe ; ; 
Childleſs, we W's our Barrenneß. | 
Folly our giddy Youth enfnares ; 
And Weakneſs ſinks our hoary Hairs. 
The Wiſe this only Choice would try, TOE 
\ Or not to Ive, or ſoon to die. 18 8 
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For Live. From the Greek. 
HAT Path of Lies by Man & trod | 
Without rejoicing at the Road? 


From Buſinek Wealth and W ifdom flows, | 
At Home is Quiet and Repoſe. 

The Ocean gainful Traffick yields, 

And Nature cheers us in the Fields. 

Abroad You're leſs expos d if Poor; 

If Rich, reſpected for your Store. 

More Bliſs the Nuptial State receive, 
The Single more in Freedom lives. 
The Parent's Heart with Tranſport ſwells, 
And leſs of Care the Childleſs feels. 

Our Youth, firm Health and Vigour ge” 
And Rev'rence crowns our hoary Hairs, 
The Wife this Choice would never try, 

Or not to live, or ſoon to die. 


— . ˙ 
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PROLOGUE holen before the BE aux-STrRATAGEM, 
Acted 2 ſome young Perſons of Reality. 


. 1 T Play-Houſe Actors crowded Seats defire, . 
And ſtretch their venal Voices for their Hire: 

We practiſe not for Gain, to grieve, or rage; 

But enter, gratis, on a private Stage. 

Expect not here to ſee th Ambitious riſe 

To weep the falling Great, or wretched Wiſe. 

Pleas d if our Sport a Father entertains, 

Or Mother's Joys ſhall recompenſe our Pains: 

Our End is Mirth, our Characters are low, 

A finiſh'd Rake, and Fortune-hunting Beau. 

A Pair unhappy, parted by Conſent, OT. 

And freed without an A& of Parliament. OE | 

T' obtain Your Smiles with comick Smiles we try; TY 

"Tis wholeſomer to laugh, than tis to crx. 

What tho' they tell us Grieſs, and Pains, and Cares 

Oppreſs with Loads of Woe the hoary Hairs; 

Thoſe come too ſoon, how long ſoe er they ſtay. "54-5 

Indulge the preſent Hour, and laugh to-day ; 

Our Years excuſe us, tis Our Time to play. 
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A PINDARICK ODE 
To the Right Honourable the 

E AR L of OXFORD, 

On His BIRXRTH-DAx. 


J. - 
HAT Genius in the Bard muſt glow, 
Who ſoars a Birth-day to adorn ? 
Since what ſo frequent can we know, 
Except to die, as to be born? 
No vulgar Subject ſhould inſpire, 
No grov ling Artiſt tune the Lyre. 
I 7 
Low Ballad pictures to our Eyes 
Gonk the Champion of our Land 
Nor can a Monarch higher riſe, 
Sculptur'd by a meaner Hand. 
For Fate no human Pow'r can ſtay, * 


Oblivion ſweeps the worthleſs Ons away; 


Scarce in twelve Months conceiv'd, it hardly lives a Day. | 
III. No 
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: III. | 
No Romith Saint awakes my String, 
True Proteſtant the Lyre ; 


Nor need I Laurel from a King 


To light Poetick Fire: — 
Words ſpontaneous dance a 


„ OXFORD is the Song. 


I. 


No Levelle in PRNDAR s Days 


Had found that Pedigree w was vain, 
Nobility of antient Race | 
Has often claim'd his Lyrick Strain: 
Mankind aright he underftood, 
Nor idly parted Great and Good. 
IE. 
Tis little Fame Confinement bears, 


Pent in ſcanty Place or Time; 


That ſees not Centuries of Years, 


Priſon'd in its native Clime. 


Or ever NORMAN WILLIAM came, 


In Fx AN c E illuſtrious flouriſh'd Ha xr av's Name ; 


So Foes in Satire write, miſtaking it for Shame. 


| 


HI. Let 
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Let Heralds Art with buſy Care 

Trace Heroes through the Line; 
"Tis Their's Time's Ruin to repair, 

But to prevent it Mine. 
One alone my Verſe ſhall call, 
One ſuffices for them all: 


I. 
Who, choſen by his Country, fill d, 
And worthy fill'd the Speaker's Chair; 
To guide the various Senate kill'd, 
Nor knew to loſe a Queſtion there: 
Unbyas'd and undaunted found, 
To chufe and to maintain his Ground. 
Whom ever-glorious ANN a choſe, 
(ANNA lov d by God and Man |) 
To calm the Rage of Foreign Foes, 
Foes domeſtick to reſtrain ; 
Make warring Kings her Ballance own, 
Give great AL ID ES! Straits to Bri ains Crown, 7 
Bid Aus T RIA Eagle ſtoop, and lay the Thunder down. J) 
| III. Fortune: 
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Our Tongue, tho ſenſible and ſtrong, 
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III. 
Fortune in vain his Virtue croſt, 


Conſpicuous in the Tow'r ; 
Bleſt with what others cannot boaſt 
In Plenitude of Power ; 


Bleſt, when ſeemingly undone, 


In Himſelf and in his Son. 


I. 


The Life this Birth-day gave his Heir, 


However late, too ſoon muſt end ; 
But Honour bright, and Virtue fair, 
Can never to the Grave deſcend : 
Theſe ſtill will ſhine to future Eyes, 
Till Learning and till Wiſdom dies. 
II. 


GRRCIAN Harmony denies, 


Unable high as PIX DARNSs Song 


Or AMPHION'S Harp to riſe. 
Muſick, tis ſaid, the Stones could call, 

Mluſick forbad the Houſe when built to fall, 2 

Les was the Pow r that rais d than that preſery'd the Wall. 

III. It 


—ͤ—— ——— IEEE... 


— — 
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If Oxrorp's Glory and his 81 x E' 
Unequally I ſing ; 


If loftier Numbers it requires, 

And asks a ſtronger Wing ; 
Who t adorn their Fame ſhall ſtrive ? 
Who! while Pops is yet alive? 


To a Young GENTLEMAN, 
On bis Recovery from a Fit of Sickneſs. 


1 Who was late concern'd to hear 
| 2 The Danger of a Life ſo dear, 
Would now a friendly Verſe employ 
To claim an Intereſt in your Joy; 
Joy to Your-ſelf, a ſecond Time 
Reſcued from falling in your Prime ; 
Joy to your Parents, happy now, 
To whom ſo often Life You owe, 
As guarded by a Father's Care, 

Or granted to a Mother's Pray r. 


i How / 


_ 
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How did They mourn Your early Bloom, 
The Promiſe of a Man to come! 
The pleaſing Hope they us d to raife, 
When planning of Vour future Days! 
What Pangs the former Tranſport coſt, 
Which ſeem'd, alas] for ever loſt! | 
What Tenderneſs of Grief ! which You, 
Till You're a Parent, cannot know: 

For who can know except they feel 

The Pains that are unſpeakable? 


- Pains that are heighten to Exceſs, 


And live to Him, by whom You live: 


By Thoughts of tranſient Happineſs. f 


In Clouds that paint a Summer's Sk) 


Short Pleaſure ! ev'ry fleeting Breeze 

Deſtroys the wav'ring Images ; 

Well, if the Proſpect difappears 

Without diffolving into Tears. 
O tread in Virtue's happy Road, 

True to Your-ſelf, and to your God: 

To Him perpetual Homage give, 


No 
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No vicious Courſe your Youth engage, 
| To treaſure Sorrow for your Age; 
That none, by Blood or Love ally d. 
Have Cauſe to wiſh you now had dy'd ; 
That each one, who your Worth ſurveys, 
May bleſs the length'ning of your Days. 
"Tis well if all your coming Years 
May pay a Father for his Tears ; | | 
If Joy, that from Your Welfare flows, T7 
May recompence a Mother's Woes. * 


ͤ»„ at K* ü„*ͤ BFRdWoᷓ e tht 44a if... wt 1 0 . 
— — © * 9 — ee CEO” » — 


A EPIGRAM. 


OU dare not marry, Friend, you own, | 

For fear your Family ſhould frown ; 

Why, Wedlock would your Freedom gain, 
Which others uſes to enchain : Oh i 
V had better follow my Advice, „ 
And marry once, than marry twice; 
Betwixt your Siſter, and your Brother, 
Husband to one, and Wife to t other, 


T 2 The 


Ee contend — — 


— — - 
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The D O G. 
A MIL TONICK FRAGMENT: 


H E E, Siſter, gladly would my Verſe provoke, 

Nor other need expect I, than to wake 
Thy Strain melddious ; while without or Rhyme 

Or haply Reaſon, unexperienc 'd Lays, 

And unapprov'd, unleſs when fung by Thee, 

Audacious I attempt, and riſe to ſing 

A Dos; if Dos aright he may be term'd, 

Who ſcarcely more, I ween, in Shape reſembles 

The vulgar barking Animals on Earth, 

Than S1x1vs or than PrRocyon, heav'nly Stars. 

Say firſt, whoc'er can ſay, what Clime e 

What Sire begot, this admirable Form, 

Uncouth, prodigious ; lately curſt, but now 

Thrice bleſt | the Subject of Heroick Song ? 

Or DuTcn low-built and ſquat, or ſlimmer Daxx, 

Four-footed Wit, with roguy Viſage ly : 

Or nobler Kinds, too near, alas! extinct, 


The 


The IxTs R Greyhound or the ENGLISH Maſtiff 
Or fav rite Brood of CnARLES, diſcerning King 
T' eſpy Perfection or in Beaſt or Mann 
Or rather elſe from Parentage unknown, J Za rviotit 0H 
Like Antient Heroes ſprung from Mother Eartn . 
The general Mother Earth, without a Sire; 1 0 1181 21 
For Sires beget their Like, and propagate 

Their Kinds; but like to "Pris was heres found. 

His Colours ſtrange, what mortal Painter's Hand N 
With all his Lights and Shadings can expreſs |: = 10 
Inexplicably griſly ! But his Tail. na. i 
Oh! had'ſt Thou ſeen his Tail, the matchleſs Pn 
Th' identick Shape thy Fancy would retain- * 
Engraven in eternal Characters, 272-4340 wy mor — 
While Memory holds its Empire in the Brann 
A Line like which not ARCHIMEDES old ccm gc 
In yielding Sand e er trac d, nor greater Skill 
Of modern NRw TON cer has yet on Slate 
Midſt Figures Curve or Reviilinear drawn: 
Tranſverſe, disjointed from the facred Bone, 
It ſtood, as nought of kindred᷑ to the Parts 

| Poſterior 


—— ñ — — 


— „ — - — 
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Poſterior whence it grew, or rather ſeem'd/' 
T' adhere not native there: 80 Mifletoe 

Seems only grafted on its Parent aaa? 

Nor uniform the Length ; ; part dangling lithe, 

Part horizontal ſtiff, tho not ſo fff 

A Tail of Mx MpHiaN Crocodile th grows" 


| Hi atur. in MS, 
bean hears, Thou two-legg'd Animal call Man, 
Or haughty 8 5K boaſting Apathy, , 
Or grunting Swine of Erieu RUS . 
Or Cr n1icxChurl, that proud of cauſeleſs Snarl 
Vnworthily uſurp'ſt the Name of Do; 
Learn from my lofty moralizing Song, 
A grateful Senſe, of Benefits teceiv d, 
An humble Rev rente of ſuperior — 5 15 


THE 
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THE * 
DESCKITIFTY 1 v E: 


A MILTONICK. 8 
Aſter the * Manuer of the Mopanns. 7 


Tirva e e 2 cornua bombis.. Ns 2 Iv (LA. 


i A 


The Invocation : The Poem ſlides inſenfibly into * mid} of 
Things, and preſents a Flower-piece ; then proceeds to te 
Heat of Africa, the Fertility of Harveſt, and the Cold uft+ 
ally enſuing : This naturally leads to the Stages of Man's 
Life : Infancy : A Bird's- 2. illuſtrated _ Homer: 
Youth, cloſed with a Sime AHNCOOAEA * tnincryapiniy 

The next two Ages flightly touched, make way for a Shetch 
of the Morning: A moral Refleftion on the Uncertainty of 

human Things, by way of Tranſition 10 Night ; wherem is 


introduced an Aﬀemblage of, Allegorical Perfink perfectly 
piftureſque, and highly ER to the Nature n tore kind. 


of Poetry. The Concluſion. 


Tae fweet-muſing in th” umbrageous Grets 
Of cool Ciryzron, or th embow'ring Shade 

Of PimeLa's lofty Top, aerial Height; T it viguth 
Or hear'ſt Thou rather from the * Cave N 


Oracular, 


* Al. ow Kaſryogozgy. vid. Steph, 
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Oracular, yawning with awful Night ? 
Or elſe where-cer by viſionary Bard | | 
Thou fittſt (tk? d, to me alike where-e er, 
Preſent to me alike. Not unobſerv'd 
By rural Swains, and not unwiſh'd the Gueſt _ 
| Approaches glad, with ſmiling Chaplets crown'd, 
And Odours floating ſoft on £ EPHYRS Wings, 
With early blooming Sweets : The Primroſe fair, 
Nam d from the joyous Prime. The Violet 
Impurpled, blue-ey'd, thicket-loving. Flower. 
With ruddier Specks their paly Gold among, 
Cowſlips diſtinct emblazon d. He who ſpeaks, 
Speaks adequate the Numbers numberleſs | 
Of various Flowrets, from all-bearing Earth 
Self-rais'd , ſpontaneous, may perchance recount | = 
Or Buds which ſwell with vernal Warmth's Return, 
Or Drops deſcending in prolifick Show'rs, 
Or Epithets in facred Poet's Song. 

Thee, Torrid Zone aduſt, Thee who ſhall praiſe ? 
Except by 8 IRI Us or his Brother Star 
Haply inſpir d. Pn Bus Meridian Fires 
Intenſe, extreme, (while the fierce Lion reigns, 
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Malignant reigns, morbifick, peſtilent,) 

Heat Arx1cx's Furnace into ſev'n-fold Flame 5 
Whoſe Burnings join'd, reflexive and direct, 
Half vitrify her Sands; impois ning more 
Dragons impoiſon'd, Baſilisks Death- crown d, 
And Dirsas dry, and ſublimate their Stings 


Or Teeth, erſt dang'rous ; now avoidleſs Fate, "= 
Quick, inſtantaneous. When Autumnal Boughs 11 


Fruit: bent to Earth hang pendent, Parent Earth 
As ſtudious to repay; Apples forth pour 
Draughts emulous of the Vine, mature Produce, 


Nectareous; Vales with yellow Harveſts crown d, 


Ambroſial, tempt the careful Reaper's Toil. 


Nor CERES, fancy'd Pow'r but Nature boon. - 


Roughens the [TEIN 4 "OR with beardy Gold. 
Behold He comes with trembling Pace, but fure, 
Whoſe icy Breath the circum- ambient Air 
Chills frore ; by Ruſtick Foot or Carriage preſt, 
Unyielding, unobſequious ſtands the Froſt, 
Nitrous, incruſted, criſpy, crackling, crimp. 

Life's Stages fleet in quick Succeſſion roll, 
Each after each. Babes tell aloud their Woe, 

U 
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Too plain, alas ! tho inarticulate : 

Tho' unexperienc'd yet to form the Sound 

Diſtinct, ſyllabick; while the infant Tongue 

With ſtill-born Motion flutters into Speech. 

See ! the Boy ſtorms the Bird's weak Citadel, 

Straw or Stick-built, or of what Stuff ſoe er 

They chooſe, inſtinctive, lin d with ſmootheſt Moſs, 

Or Down till {moother, waving in mid Sky, 

Tranſcending boaſted Architecture far, 

Dokricx, CormmHian, PAIN or COMPOSITE ; 
The helpleſs Brood ſmall, callow, bare, unfledg'd 

| He ſeizes, ſportive; ah! their tender Limbs 

With ruthleſs Hands he pulls, he tugs, he tears. 


So blind Mzonipss, in Body blind, 


Of Soul ſharp- ſighted, ſung a Snake devour'd 

Eight Young in preſence of their frighted Dam ; 

The Dam the ninth ; which ſhadow'd ILIu u's Fall, 

And the robb'd Bird's-Neſt ſhow'd the Fate of Tror. 
In wild Deſigns is giddy Youth abſorpt, 

- Conceiv'd with Raſhneſs, and with Rage purſu'd, 

Idle, unprofitable, void, and vain. 

So in pellucid Cryſtal turgid ſwells 

® The 
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| The creamy Viand, gently turgid ſwells, 

Unſolid Sweet, with Vacuum full-fraught, 

Something like N othing, flying Taſte and Touch, 

Yet to the tranſient Eye alluring, ſoft, 

Spumaceous, aphrodiſian: Manhood ripe 

Advanc'd, autumnal yields the Fruits, which erſt 

Youth's Bloom had promis'd fair, but verges ſwitt, 

Too ſwiftly verges to Decline of Life; 

Decrepid, querulous, unthought-of Eld, 

With unſuſpected Silence, creeping on, 

| Not fear d till found, not underſtood till felt. 

Hail | gladſome Prime of Day, when orient SoL 

Shoots horizontal Beams on dew-drop'd Pearls, 

Mellifluous ; ethereal Poets chant, 279 

Two-legg'd, but not unfeather'd, melting Lays, 

With Trill harmonious and reſponſive Tune; 

Sweet Ax TI HON | but what, alas l if fair, 

In mortal State is permanent ? The Morn 

Brings on Meridian Blaze, -Day beckons Night ; 

And each Beginning leads us to an End. 

When Birds obſcene, by the all-viewing Sun 

Ages unview'd, fly forth ill Omens all! | 
| Us: | | With 
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With Scream portentous and terrifick Wing. | 
Chill FR as, and {hudd'ring Gui, and pale Dis May, 
Moony Dis TRACTION, life-conſuming GRIEF, 
And HorroR raven-plum'd, enormous Group ! 
Cut the dank Moiſt, and cleave the dark Obſcure. 
To Thee, O Night ! what ſhall to Thee compare ? 
| Save the black Grave, where loſtieſt Poets Duſt 
Undreaming ſleeps, ſtiff, ſenſeleſs, motionleſs, 
Silent, untuneful all; far, far remov'd | 
From Mortals buſy Paths, and Sight humane, | 
From Touch ethereal of Heayen's fiery Rod ; 
Vocal their Harps no more, in rory Damp 
Moulders the lifeleſs, ever-living Choir. 


EPIGRAM on tbe foregoing MiLTONICKS. 
HAT makes You write at this odd Rate? 
| Why, Sirs, it is to imitate. 

What makes You rant and ramble ſo ? 

Why, tis to do as others do. 


But there's no Meaning to be ſeen : 
Why, that's the very Thing I mean. N 
8 SNUFF: 
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SING of SNUPFF, What Pow'r ſhall I adore? 
Or whence ſhall needy Rhimer Aid implore ? 
Old Thread-bare Mus Es now no more will do, 
And SvLyHS and SyLPHiDs are as much too new. 
I'll &'en addreſs, to Purpoſe full as good, 
An earthly mortal She, of Fleſh and Blood. 
O Thou, for whom theſe Numbers are deſign d, 
Be ever preſent to my lab ring Mind | 
Still may I think on Thy ſevere Command, 
T' inſpire my tardy Wit, and urge my backward Hand, 
So ſhall Thy Smiles as real Strength infuſe, 
As ever Bard receiv'd from Goddeſs Mus k. 
My Task perform'd, with grateful Joy I'll own, 
That ev'ry ſingle Line proceeds from Thee alone. 
The SNur-B3ox firſt provokes our Juſt Diſdain, 
That Rival of the Fan and of the Cane. 
Your modern Beaus to richeſt Shrines intruſt 
Their worthleſs Stores of faſhionable Duſt. 
Or wrought or plain the clouded Shell behold, 
The poliſh'd Silver, or the burniſh'd Gold; 
| The - 
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The Agate Landskip, drawn by Nature's Hand, 
Or finer Pebble from th ARABTAN Strand, 
The ſhining Beds where Pearls imperfe& lie, 
| Smooth to the Touch when rougheſt to the Eye: 
| While diſtant Climes their various Arts employ 
T adorn and to compleat the modiſh Toy. 


Hinges with cloſe-wrought Joints from Pa r1s come, 
Pictures dear-bought from VENICE and from Ro ME. 
While ſome with home-made Lids their Fancies pleaſe, 
And bear en{hrin'd their own dear Images: 
True to themſelves, they need no Foreign Face, 
Nature divine can human Art furpaſs, 
And each ITALIAN Paint muſt yield to Looking-glaks. 
The lovely Hand is now no longer bare, | 
The rumpled Neck-cloth to compoſe with Care, 
To fix a falling Patch, or ſmooth a ruffled Hair: 
The never-failing Snufi-box ready ſtands 
To ſhow the well-turn'd Joints and lilly Hands : 
Arm'd at all Points, with this the Beau can move 
Envy in Men, and in the Females Love : 
Againſt this Flail the Fair have no Defence, 
Tis Humour, Breeding, Wit, and Eloquence. 
= „„ 
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A kind Employ the Snuff-box can afford 
To Youths that ſcorn the Pen, and fear the Sword 
The well-cut Nails are plac'd in open Day, 
And wanton on the Lid the taper Fingers play. 
Circled with Gold the brilliant Diamond glows, 4 
So fond the Fop its Luſtre to expoſe, 5 
That, like an INDIAN Prince, he'll wear it at his Noſe. 
The radiant Box of treaſur d Duſt is full, 
And richly furniſh'd as its Owner's Skull. | 
A thouſand Shapes the INDIAN Weed diſguiſe, 
Veil'd in a thouſand Shapes the Weed they prize : 


Of barb'rous Names who can recount the Train ? 


—— 


The ſcented BERN OOAM Or, and 8 ANIS H plain; 
Th' ORANGERIE with Odour not its own, 

Or that from Sz VILLE nam'd or BARCELONE; 
The greeniſh Sand which Po RTV cs ar beſtows, 
Perfum'd with Urine to regale the Noſe : | 
Far-fetch d BR AZ IL E, almoſt for Touch too fine, 
Which toiling Merchants ſeek beyond the Line. 
Let fooliſh INDIAN S be no more our Scorn, 


| Who truck their Gold or Gems for Beads or Horn ; 
| The 
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The gay Polite of ſage Bx1TaNnNI1a's Land 
Will part with Sterling in exchange for Sand. 


Were Leaf not Powder profer d to their View, 
Tho ſtill the Thing's the ſame, the Title only New: 
For fav'rite Snuff, diſguiſe it as you will, 


With what Diſdain the Belles would glance askew, 


In fpite of Art remains Tobacco ſtill : 

As when a Fair is lur'd to Sin and Shame, 

Tho' coach'd or carted, prais'd or damn'd by Fame : 
Ihoc' Miſs or Dutcheſs, lowly-born or great, 

With Cinders on her Head, or Coronet ; 

Down to NzLL Gwyn, from Ros A MOND or SHORE, 

Whate'er her Title be, in Engliſh She's a Whore. 

There are who veil their Stinks with utmoſt Care, 

Scents not ARABIAN breathing from their Hair; 

Who, conſcious of themſelves, are frequent known 

With Sweat of Civet-Cats to hide their own. 

When Sweets and Eſſence fail, and in their room 

Too pow'rful Nature conquers the Perfume, 

In ſelf-defence they Stench to Stench oppoſe, 

And guard with Clods of Snuff the ſuff' ring Noſe. 
No 
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No Smell can pierce thro' that ſecure Defence, 

N o, not their own, not Jakes, or Frankincenſe. 
On Wights like theſe Nature in vain beſtows 
The Jeflamin, the Jonquil, the Violet, and the Roſe ; 
No more to them, than if alone there grew 
The lotheſome Garlick and the ſtinking Rue. 
Vain are the Sweets that either IN DI Es bring, 
Vain are the blooming Fragrances of Spring. 
Strange is the Pow'r of S Nur, whoſe pungent Grains 
Can make Fops ſpeak, and furniſh Beaus with Brains; 

Nay, can enchant the Fair to ſuch degree, — 
Scarce more admir d would FRENCH Romances be, 3 
Scarce Scandal more belov'd, or darling Flattery. 

Whether to th' India-houſe they take their way, 

Loiter i' th' Park, or at the Toilet ſtay, 

Whether at Church they ſhine, or ſparkle at the Play. 

Nay farther yet, perhaps their S NV they keep, 
Take it in Bed, and dream on't when aſleep : : 

For ſure, unleſs the Beau may claim a part, 

Shue r is the topmoſt T rifle of the Heart. 

Nor Care of Cleanlineſs, nor Love of Dreſs, 

Can fave their Clothes from Brick-duſt Naſtineſs. 

: 5.4 | Let 
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| Let Work employ the Poor, SN ur the Genteel, 

Your well-bred Spinſter ſcorns her Spinning-Wheel ; 
Let coop d- up Seamſtreſſes their Fingers ply, - = 
And cloiſter'd Nuns drudge at Embroidery, 

Fatigue for Belles too great | who would as ſoon 

As deign to play the Seamftreks, play the Nun. 

Some think the part too ſmall of modiſh Sand 

Which at a niggard Pinch. they can command; 

Nor can their Fingers for that Tack ſuffce, 

Their Noſe too greedy, not their Hand too nice; 
To ſuch a Height with theſe is Faſhion grown, 
They feed their very Noſtrils with a Spoon. 

One and but one Degree is wanting yet, 
Fo make our ſenſeleſs Luxury compleat ; 

Some choice Regale, uſeleſs as SNu x r, and dear, 

Which ſhall in future Times perchance appear, 
To feed the mazy Windings of the Ear. 


POEMS. 163 
An © DE 
To IAuES OcLeTHORPE, Eſq 
In the Cour. 
Written in the Year 1128. 


1. | 

RIS E, and ſoar, my tow ring Sal; 
To Flights of lofty PiN DAR Sorig, 
When ſcorning Laws, his Tofrents roll 

Their Dithyrambick Tide along : 
No Fall like feazvs, 1 fear, 
| Who dar d with artful Pinions fly; 
Me ſtronger Nature ſhall up-bear, 

Nor follower, but a Rival, 1. 

II. 

Tho long extinet AroLto's Rage, 

And loft in Ac AN PE's Stream, 
Natute, the fame in ev ry Age, 

Still ſhines my unexhauſted Theme 1 
Whether her Favour deign to crown 

Some darling Son with Wit refiti'd, 
or Wiſdom ſhow'r, and Virtue, down, 
Thoſe Glories of the human Mind ! 

X 2 III. Or 
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III. 
Or elſe her Pencil ſhe prepare 
For Spring's returning Scene, 
To paint inimitably fair 
The Fields with living Green: 


Her gaudy Bow aloft to ſpread, 


When Clouds their T reafure; pour; 


Or Earth embroider, for our Tread, 


With Beauties of the Flow'r. 
Wiſely from ſmoke and Noiſe remov'd, 
Each Morn you view, with raviſh'd Eye, 
The Country ſweet, by Poets lov'd, 
Which Fancy muſt to Me ſupply: I * 


On Breezes vernal Odours float, 


The Dew. drops glitter on the Spray, 
The feather'd Songſters ſwell their Note, 


And the Sun ſmiles, and You are gay. 


II. 
Senates, ſupreme on Earth, we ſee, 


Bid new- built Temples threat the Skies; 


WHITE-HALL itſelf, at their Decree, 
Improv'd might from its Aſhes riſe. 


But 
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But ſay, would all their Art and Care 
One ſingle Vegetable ſhow? _ 50 
With Cowſlips' Scent perfume the Air, 


Or teach the Haw-thorn how to blow ? 
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Did Fortune anſwer to my Mind, 

Ny Wiſhes to my Love. 

No need of Invitations kind 1 
To lead me to the Grove, Wa 

Where Nature's Works might admire, 
Free from the City's Crowd, 
To view the Art of Gov. 

Vaſt Navies, built by human Skill, 
The Pilot's wond'rous Art obey; 

The Oak deſerts its native Hill, : 
Ofer Ocean's liquid World to ſtray :. 

Yet vain the Ship-wright's boaſted Pride, 


The Chart or Compals nought avails, | | 


II Nature joins not with. her Tide, 


Nor lends Aſſiſtance with her Gales. 7 
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From Pole to Pole our Squadroe 90, 
Excelling antient Fables far, 


Of Arco, when a Ship below, 


Or when exalted to à Star : 
Preſerv'd from Rocks and Storms in vain, 


Laden with Wealth or Fame 05 come, 
Should erring Counſellors ordain, 11 


T w_ ſuffer nl 1 here at Home. 


Them Virtue riſes to deſen d; 


In ſpite of Nembers bold. +45: 
See Avarice a-while fuſpend' | 
Its wonted Thirſt of Gold |! 
What Pride or Fraud may have ante 
See Reaſbn over-bear!' 
And Fleets a Port of aten find, 
If OcteTHonys i 5 bs £8920 23 © 
bid boRood zifgirn-qide 02 rh 
The Pious, grateful Duty e 25 
To the dear Eand, where He was born; 
Fi glorie s Debt! which Nature knows 
Wo! ith faireſt Intereſt to return. 


He 
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He merits firſt his Country's Praiſe, 
Who ſteers her Helm through Danger on, 
And he deſerves the ſecond Place, 
Who guards her Safety with a Son. 
Twas thus the Father of my Friend 
Wiſely ſecur d a laſting Fame, 
Beyond the Reach of Death t extend 
His publick and domeſtick Name. 
Tis ſingle, tis imperfe& Light, 
The World from Worth unwedded ſhares, 
He only ſhines compleatly bright 
Who leaves his: Virtues to his Fleiss. 
Oh thus-too may his Offipring haſte 
His Glory to improve, 
And, fird by Love to BRITAIN, taſte 
The Bliſs of private Love] 
With Joy his Summons I attend, 


And fly with, ſpeed A; 
Let but the Patriot cen 


To fix his Marriage-Day. 
E P I- 


EPI 6 K A.M. 
Hun the GE. 


N ST1G1an Banks, Droceznss the Wiſe 
Burſts into Laughter-when he Cxcsvs ſpies ; 
And thus beſpeaks, in thread-bare Cloak and old, 
The Monarch famous for his gather d Gold: 
I nothing leaving, all to CAR ON bear; 
Thou, Cnxœs us, rich on Earth, haſt nothing here. 


1181 310 Fl - % £ 
. 4 . 


1—— 


3 the foregone E PIGRAM. 


H E Las Prince i 1s blamd for Wealth along, 

Tho' greater 1 B55 Virtues than his Throne: 
The CyNIcR Chur! i is prais d, of Fame ſecure, 
Tho void of ev'ry Grace, but being poor: B - 


= 


Nor wonder, whence this partial Judgment ſprings, 
Such Crowds are envious, and ſo few are Kings. 


To 
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To a Friend, on his MARRIAGE. 


Hether in Lyrics I ſhould ſoar, 


In Honour of the married Station, 


Or elſe my Stile to Doggrel low'r, 
Has coſt me much Conſideration ; 
The Theme for lofty Verſe might do, 
But Mirth would better ſuit with You. 
"5M 
He that, to Love and Virtue true, 
His firſt Affection ſcorn'd to vary, 
With Mitres would have nought to do, 
But nolo cry d epiſcopari, 
In earneſt might demand my Lays, 
And merit Seriouſneſs of Praiſe. 
Ns II. 
But when upon Vour Face J think, 


80 plump, ſo waggiſh, and ſo merry, 
My lofty Strains begin to ſink, 
And Pix pax dwindles to Down-derry : 
Then Doggrel I eſteem the beſt, 
And Seriouſneſs would be a Jeſt. 
* IV. Let 
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IV. 


Let both then meet, for we may find, 
Looking through Nature univerſal, 
Earneſt and Jeſt together twin d; 


So Mr. BA ES in the RERHEARSAI 


To ſerious Bus neſs would advance, 
Agreed, — but firſt let's have a Dance. 
V. 
80 now to Dui neſs we fall i in, 
How You of Bliſs may keep . 5 
Leſt when I end, I but begin, 
And all my Subject be Digreſſion, 
T hree Words compriſe the whole ſay I, 
Love, Common-Senſe, and Piety. 
OY VL 
May you ne'er want a Court to ſee, 
Nor Prelate Benefices giving, 
But happy long enjoy like Me 
A Livelihood, if not a Living: 
So may You truly prove more great 
And rich, than moſt of Your Eſtate. 


'P? OE M 8 1417 
VII. 
In GLo'sTER-SHIRE no EpEx plan, 

Nor fret at Croſſes light or common; 

Remember ev'ry Man is Man, 

And ev'ry Woman is a Woman: 

And who Perfection here below 

Should look for, which they cannot ſhow ? 

_ 

Time changes Thought, III tell You that, 

For all things is a Seaſon fitting ; 

Thus what is graver than a Cat? 

And what is merrier than a Kitten? 
Yet Cats tho' old with young ones play, 
And pat and pur when they are gray. 

=. 25 

Long may You live in Health and Eaſe, 

While Balm of Love each Ill afluages 3 
And Children dutiful increaſe, 

Your Youths reviving in Your Ages, 
With ſpotleſs Virtue let them ſhine, 

And ſoften Life in its Decline, 


Y 2 X. May 


8. 
May Death late cloſe Vour aged Eyes, 


I 72 


| Your plighted Hands aſunder rending ; 
Like a juſt Moral good and wiſe, 

A pleaſing well-drawn Fable ending ; 
Your Deaths be as Your Life- time ſpent, 
Faſy and calm and innocent. 


The MONUME NI. 
Poſe Funera V. ir tus. 


\ Monſter, in a Courſe of Vice grown old, 
| Leaves to his gaping Heir his ill-gain d Gold; 
straight breathes his Buſt, ſtraight are his Virtues ſhown, 
Their Date commencing with the ſculptur d Stone. 
If on his fpecious Marble we rely, 
Pity a Worth like His ſhould ever die | 
4 If Credit to his real Life we give, 
Pity a Wretch like Him ſhould ever live l 
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PRISONS OPE N' D. 


A POEM, occaſioned by the 


Glorious Proceedings of the ComMmmiTTEE of 
the Ho usE of CoMMons, appointed to en- 


quire into the State of the GOALS of this 
Kingdom, in the Year 1728. 


= ====== = == Pacilis deſcenſus Averni; 

Moctes atque dies patet atri janua Ditis : 

Sed revocare gradum, Superaſque evadere ad auras, 

Hoc opus, hic labor eff. Pauci quos equus amavit 
Jupiter, aut ardens evexit ad ethera virtus, | 
Diis geniti, potuere. - -- - - —— VIA. 
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PRISONS OPEN'D. 


Ty T Arms and Warriors other Poets fire, 
Or Love's ſweet Anguiſh tune the ſofter Lyre; 
I ſing of Pris ners freed, and Guilt purſu'd 
With gen'rous Ardour by the Great and Good. 
O Thou from whom that gen'rous Ardour came, . 
(A Heat far nobler than Poetick Flame,) 
Father of Goodneſs ! hear, and teach my Lays 
That beſt that darling Attribute to praiſe ; 
Make liſt'ning Crowds deteſt tyrannick Wrong, 
And learn the Love of Mercy from my Song ; 
Make Patriots Fame with faireſt Luſtre ſhine, 
And raiſe their Glory, by exalting Thine. 
What various Paths unhappy Mortals tread, 
Which down to Dungeons and to Tortures lead! 
In Goal a few ſecure their ill-got Store, 
By Vices many fall, by Folly more. 
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The flatter d Heir in ſhort-liv d Pomp behold 


How fluſh'd with Youth, and Wine, and Love, and Gold ! 
All Arts all Baits unnumber'd Tempters try, 


Friendſhip's endearing Form, and Beauty's Eye. 


- Manors are loſt, tho' petty Stakes are won, 


And garter'd Sharpers urge his Ruin on. 

By Pity ſome, a glorious Fault! have fail'd, 

A Friend ſupported, or a Father bail'd : 

Some periſh void of Error and Offence, 

Caſt headlong by reſiſtleſs Providence: 

Orphans who Frauds of Guardians cannot ſhun, 
Clients by legal Labyrinths undone : 

The Trader ſtrictly juſt, yet overthrown 

By others Crimes, and Lofles not his own. 

Nor more Redreſs the breaking Merchant finds 
From Sp AN ISH Seiſures, than from adverſe Winds. 
Lo! countleſs Swarms the dire Abode receives, 
Thick as in Autumn drop the ſapleſs Leaves, 
. Whom State Deceit and SouTH-st a4 Plunder drain'd, 
Which like a gen'ral Deluge ſwept the Land : 
Whom Publick Faith could no Protection lend, 
Seeming, and only ſeeming, to defend. | 


When 
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When Wretches, ftripp'd of Fortune's Gifts, repair 
To the dark Dome of temporal Deſpair, 
Faſt by the Priſon Gates with ſleepleſs Eyes 
Sits griping never-ſated Avarice £7 
To him th' Admitted fine for being poor, 
And ope with Gold th' inhoſpitable Door ; 
Compell'd, ſince Laws and Goalers ſo ordain, 
To pay for Miſery, and to bribe for Pain: : 
To gain th' A/ylum of the FLER EHT they "ON 
The Privilege to be entomb'd alive. 
So, as the Pagan fabling Poets tell, 4 
Was CHaron fee'd for waſting Souls to Hell: 
To paſs the Lake thick-thronging Ghoſts deſire, 
To Torments moſt condemn'd, and penal Fire ; 
As if ALEcTO's Snakes they long'd to feel, 
Or T:iTyvus' Vulture, or Ix10N's Wheel. 

The Goal, (fad Emblem of flagitious Times, 
Revenging Virtues, and rewarding Crimes,) 
Sees only Villains thrive, by Ruin great, 
Who owe to Guilt the Splendour of their State ; 
Who plac'd by Fraud and Wealth from Juſtice free, 
-In Eaſe or Pomp, enjoy Captivity. | 

2 Who 
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Who ſure Eſcape by maſſy Gold can force, 
While Wardens ſhare the Wealth of Creditors. 
Or thoſe who baſely join t afflict the Good, 
Comrades of Theft, and Inſtruments of Blood ; 
Whoſe well-feign'd Worth the Merchant's Truſt deceives, 
And ſtocks with monthly Spoils the Den of Thieves: 
Who, as Superiors dictate, Witneſs bear, 
To Riot, Murder, nay to Treaſon ſwear ; 
Who Aid to worſt Barbarities afford, 
Relentleſs Hell-hounds worthy of their Lord; 
Who Drink to burning Fever's Thirſt deny, 
And ſee the Famiſh'd ſwoon with ſtony Eye; 
Permit not Pris ners e en on Alms to feed, 
But ſnatch from ſtarving Mouths the ſcanty Bread. 
Theſe, theſe alone, from H----xs met Regard, 
And theſe the Favours of a B- ſhar' d; 
While Wrath avoidleſs fell on all beſide, 
With utmoſt Fury of deſpotick Pride. 
So fam'd PRO RUSTHEs old, (if Bards may dare 


A leſs with greater Tyrants to compare, ) 
Offers his formidable Bed to all, 
And racks the dwarfiſh Gueſt, and lops the talk: 


Thoſe 
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Thoſe only from the Couch unhurt ariſe, 
Whoſe Stature anſwers to the Robber's Size. 

The FILE Er 's ſtern King, circled with Guards like theſe, 
Each helpleſs Subject robs, and ſtrips, and fleas; 
Incarnate Fiends for torturing Shackles call, 
Except the Captive yields them — more than all: 
In Priſon within Priſon ſtak d he lies, 

And Keepers under Keepers tyranize. 

With weighty Fetters gall'd the Suff rers groan, 
Or cloſe-ſcru'd Rivets crack the ſolid Bone : 

Their only Bed dank Earth unpay'd and bare, 
Their only Cov'ring is the Chains they wear. 
Debar d from chearful Morn, and human Sight, 

In lonely reſtleſs and enduring Night. 

The ſtrongeſt Health unſinew d by Diſeaſe, 

And Famine waſting Life by ſlow degrees: 
Piece-meal alive they rot, long doom'd to bear 
The peſtilential foul impriſon d Air: 

Unleſs the friendly Fumes on Reaſon. prey, 

And kind Diftraction take their Senſe away. 
But each black View of horrible Reſtraint, | 
What Verſe can number, and what Pencil paint ? 
7 Z + Dire 
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Dire Scenes! which H----xs and his B------ GE know, 
= Where ghaſtly Spectres utter Tales of Woe |! 
: As if the Pris'ners were condemn'd to dwell 
With Pains, with Darkneſs, and with Fiends of Hell. 
No ſmalleſt Glimpſe of diſtant Hope they ſee, 
Ohl loweſt Depth of human Miſery | 
When wiſh'd-for Death's Approach ſhews Quiet nigh, 
The Soul juſt flutt ring is forbid to flp+- 
Then ſeeming kind, the curſt Tormentors ſtrive 
To keep departing Anguiſh Rill alive. 
So when the Long-rob'd Murderers of Ro , 
Inquiſitors, a Wretch to Tortures doom, 
They heal the Limbs, which can no more endure, 
Leſs cruel when they rack, than when they cure ; 
That Nature ſpent, Recruits of Strength may gain | 
For freſh Diſtortion, and repeated Pain. 
| When wild Deſpair, impatient of its Woes, 
By fond Self-Murder would ſuborn Repoſe ; 
A Life deſtroy'd unmov'd the Keeper ſees, 
And only mourns his Loſs of Bribes and Fees. 
Here, tho his barb'rous Rigours find an End, 
Farther will pow'rful Avarice extend ; 
Oo” Like 
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Like the Grand Tur x, he pleaſes to declare 

Himſelf, of all that die, the gen ral Heir: 
What ev'ry Vaſſal leaves, he ſpeaks his own, 

But yields no Portion to the Wife or Son. 

No Plaints can reach the Courts, or timely Art 

Prevents their ſinking to the Hearer's Heart. 

Had not a PRICE in ſpotleſs Glory ſhin'd, 

Our Juſtice had been deaf as well as blind : 

No Laws, no Priviledge Redreſs could give, 

Nor Subjects Right, nor King's Prerogative; 

Not Acts of Grace, *till Heav'n's appointed Hour 

To dart juſt Vengeance on tyrannick Pow r: 

Not God's Vicegerents broke the Iron Chain, 

Ev'n ANNE herſelf was merciful in vain ; 

Not ſov'reign Smiles the Priſon Gates unfold, 

Without large Tributes of extorted Gold. 

So Purgatory's Realm the Pope obeys, 

The Founder He, and Warden of the Place | 


There Souls are feign'd fierce Flames to undergo, 


Intenſe, as everlaſting Burnings glow ; 
Tho' ChRIS＋ had clear'd their Guilt, they long remain 
Pardon'd and Pris ners to infernal Pain; 
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No charitable Pontiff turns the Keys, 
Till prieſtly Goalers have ſecur d their Fees. 
Is our's the Land where Peace and Freedom ſmile | 
What wrathful Influence curſt our Age and Iſle, 

Monſters of boundleſs Avarice to ſee, 158 
© Unbluſhing Fraud, unſated Cruelty ! 
Here BO breaths as yet the vital Air! 
Here partial Great ones conſcious H----xs ſpare | 
Yet BRITAIN ceaſe thy Captives Woes to mourn, 
To break their Chains, ſee OGL:THoRPE was born | 
| VerNoN, whoſe ſteady Truth no Threats can bend! 
And Hucuzs, the Sailor's never-failing Friend | 
Towers, whoſe rich Youth can Eaſe and Pleaſure fly, 
And PERCIVAIL, renown'd for Piety | 2 
CoRNEwALIL to aid the Friendleſs never ſlow, 
Whoſe gen rous Breaſt ſtill melts at others Woe 
Theſe dare the Tyrants long ſecure oppole ; 
Thus gracious Heav'n its Benefits beſtows, 
The Antidote is found there where the Poiſon grows. 

T heſe, and the reſt for ardent Goodneſs fam'd, 

Unnam'd, tho' greatly worthy to be nam'd, 
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Who ſeek to merit Praiſe, but not receive; 
May thoſe I name as eaſily forgive 
Who fear not to relieve th' Afflicted, riſe 
Girt with falſe Friends, and real Enemies. 
Numbers at firſt with Scorn their Fervour view, 
And ſmile in ſecret at the active few. 
Faint-hearted or deſigning Murmurs ſound, 
And whiſper Zis impoſſible around: 
And Craft, by publick Clamours overborn, 
When Tides of Juſtice grew too ſtrong to turn, 
Boaſted its Aim by ſpecious vain Pretence 
T' elude their Strength, and mock their Diligence. 
Short Boaſt ! all Dangers to their Courage bow, 
And where appears the vaunted Cunning now ? 


So was ALCiDEs ſent to dang'rous War, 
(If falſe with real Labours we compare.) 
The dreaded Youth that Monſters might devour. 
Thus ſly EuxysTHEvus us d his fatal Pow ; 
But faw with Conqueſt crown'd the gallant Boy, 
And rais'd the Fame he purpos d to deſtroy. 

The glorious Few, by bounteous Heay'n ordain d 


To looſe the Fetters of a Nation chain d, 
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Urge their appointed Toil with utmoſt Speed, 
Almoſt proportion d to the Wretches' Need: 

No By-delign retards the deſtin d Race, 

They plead no ſtated Buſineſs of a Place; 

No Thoughts of meaner Ends their Souls detain, 
Of ſoothing Pleaſure, or of ſordid Gain: 
Soon as the FLEET receives each welcome Gueſt, 
Joy long-forgotten cheers the fainteſt Breaſt ; 

Pain at their Preſence ſtops the riſing Sigh, 

And languid Famine opes her hollow Eye; 
Horror flies thence, They once appearing there, 
And the worſt Torment of the Goal, Deſpair. 
So at th ALMIOHT 'S Nod, with rapid Wings, 
Forth from the Throne a Guardian Angel ſprings, 
Through Space immenſe, quick as the Morning Ray, 
To ſuccour Earth diſtreſs d he ſhoots away; 
Bids PETER riſe, from Bonds and Keepers free, 
And looks the Pris ner into Liberty. 

Fear d, honour'd, lov'd, long may the Patriots ſtand, 
Support and Honour of their native Land! 
Warm without Rage, without Vain- glory brave, 

Firm to protect, and obſtinate to fave! 
Whom 
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Whom no falſe Scents deceive, no Searches tire; 
Reſiſtleſs to revenge, as to enquire | 
He who for injur'd Right dares ſtrongly plead, - 
The Priſoners Council, earneſt tho' unfeed : 

To guard the Weak, who ſcorns the Mighty's Frown, 
Deſpiſing no Man's Danger, but his own : 

In Camps his Courage as in Senates try'd, 

Daunts with ſevere Rebuff the Sons of Pride. 

Oh that his Soul with healthier Limbs were join'd, 
A Body leſs unequal to his Mind! 

He, who to Hu---xs' Crimes eternal Foe, 

When wav'ring Numbers would Connivance ſhow, 
Shall ill-got Wealth ſecure the Robber? cry'd ; 
And ſingly ſtedfaſt, turn'd the rapid Tide: 

'Till Impudence itſelf aſham'd, gave way, 

And Bribery yielded, bluſhing to gainſay. 

The Man, who wiſely ſtudious not to loſe 

His Heav'n, the only Intereſt he purſues, 

Points to his Off spring the celeſtial way; 

Who hundreds feaſted on that happy Day, 

Which ſaw from conquer d Death the Saviour riſe ; 
Alms giv'n for CHRIST, accepted Sacrifice 

Aa 
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The 
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The Man who toil'd, the vicious Poor t' amend, 


| Foe to Intemperance, as to Need a Friend; 
To puniſh ſtarving Sots, our Nation's Shame, 
And ſnatch the Firebrands from the liquid Flame; 
To ſave them from the Snare of low Eſtate, 

: And raiſe their Minds, but not intoxicate : 
The Youth, whoſe dextrous and impartial Skill, 
As diligent in Good, as Knaves in III, 
Unfolds the knotty Mazes of the Laws, 
And ſtrictly faithful to the righteous Cauſe, 
Bafflles each Quirk, each Subterfuge of Wrong, 
Of Lawyers double Heart and double Tongue. 
And He, who, cautious leſt deſign d Delay 
For Guilt's Eſcape ſhould yield an eaſy Way, 
Obtain'd Aud us T As Civil Powers Decree, 
That Law for once might ſide with Equity; 
Full Space for juſt accuſing might allow, 


Nor Teacher H----xs leave his Scholar now. 


And others, tho unmention' d, not unknown, 
Who juſtly glory in their Conduct ſhown; 
Who ſtand each Shock, each Stratagem defeat, 
_ Superior to the Bribe and to the Threat; 
And 
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And H----ws half his Thouſands well might ſpare, 
Could halt his Thouſands make a Coward there. 
| Yet nobleſt Acts as Fury ſome eſteem, 
For what ſo good but Satan can blaſpheme ? 
"Tis Fury all, to dry the Captive's Tears, 
To heal his Sickneſs, and prevent his Fears : | 
Fury! for Orphans' Diligence t' employ, 
And make the mournful Widow weep for Joy: 
Fury! the Wrongs paſt Sufferance to redreſs, 
While Crowds tranſported their Deliv'rers bleſs: 
Fury! the Poor and Friendleſs to regard, 
Without mean Proſpect of a baſe Reward ; 
Life, Freedom, Health, and Gladneſs to beſtow, 
The only Fury Stateſmen never know. 
When Villains firſt beheld the Tempeſt lour, 
They ſneer d, and truſted to the Screen of Pow ; 
Numbers t' avoid the dire Example bent, 
Leſt righteous Vengeance grow to Precedent ; 
And Gifts, which fierceſt Anger oft appeaſe, 
And ſecret Friends, and ſecret Services: 
No Pangs of Conſcience ſtruck the harden'd Mind, 
- To Gov's Right-hand and heav'nly Juſtice blind. 5 
| Aa 2 But 
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But when their boaſted Engines nought avail'd, 
And Gold itſelf, oppos'd by Virtue, fail'd ; 
Sudden, Alas ! their groundleſs Quiet flies, 
Unuſual Doubts, and fatal Bodings riſe, 
Leſt Wrath divine might flagrant Guilt purſue, 
And who ſuborn falſe Witneſs die by true. 
Conſcious of ill-us'd Pow'r, and publick Hate, 
Then other Tyrants fear'd approaching Fate ; 
An univerſal Groan the Priſons gave, 
And NERWGATE trembled thro her inmoſt Cave, 
Leſt farther Searches farther Crimes reveal, 
Which Arts infernal labour to conceal ; 
Leſt Pity's Eye thoſe Regions ſhould explore, 
Where Beams of Mercy never reach'd before ; 
Unwelcome Light on darkeſt Dungeons throw, 
And ev'ry latent Depth of Horror ſhow. 
So, as inventive H ow = x's Fiction taught, 
Farth-ſhaking NET TUNE for the Gazc1ans fought ; 
The ſolid Ground quak'd to the Centre down, 
The King of Shades leap'd frighted from his Throne, 
Leſt Earth ſhould cleave, and Hell appear in Light, 
Diſplay d to mortal and immortal Sight: 


Drear 
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Drear dreadful Realms, rul'd by a Tyrant Lord, 
By Man deteſted, and by Heav'n abhor'd | 

Here real Pow'r Divine its Pleafure ſhows, 

And Gop's Right-hand what Mortal can oppoſe | 
Or aw'd by Mercy iſſuing from the Throne, 
Or borne by popular Compaſſion down, 
The wordy Fool, renown'd for Flouriſh long, 
Suſpends th' unmeaning Torrent of his Tongue; 
The Friend to Knav'ry plays a publick Part, 
His Head o er- bearing his corrupted Heart 5 
Compell'd his darling Int'reſt to diſcard, 
And ſpeed the Motion he would fain retard: 
The ſelf-admiring Politician joins, | 
Spight of his open Mocks and ſecret Mines, 
Forc'd, tho' reluctant, to diſſemble Good, 
And ſhare the Action he in vain withſtood. 
So, when from Heav'n increas'd by ſudden Show'rs, 
The Stream ſwitt-rolling down the Mountain pours, 
A Tree's declining Trunk, which Years divide 
_ Half from its rooted Strength, obſtructs the Tide, 
The rapid Courſe unable long to bar, - 
Or ſtem the Violence of the wat'ry War, 
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It yields, by Mother Earth ſuſtain'd no more, 
And ſwells the Torrent which it ſtopp'd before. 
Proceed, diſintereſted Few, proceed ; 
_ Hell ev'ry Wound, and ſuccour ev'ry Need: 
Let all BxiTaNnNia's Miſery be redreſt, 
Cite evry Tyrant to the righteous Teſt; 

The Teſt which Innocence can never fear, 
Candid tho ſtrict, impartial tho' ſevere. 
No artful Gueſles there to Proofs advance, 
Help'd by dark dubious diſtant Circumſtance : 
Nor Bribes, nor Threats, nor hinting Prompters there, 
Inform the wav ring Witneſs how to ſwear. 
Go on! let none your ardent Zeal withſtand, 
And ſhow'r diffuſive Mercies o'er the Land ; 
That Heav'n by You may bleſs our happy Iſle, 
And e en the Tradeſman and the Merchant ſmile ; 
While Crowds unchain'd Your Fame with Shouts declare, 
Reſtor'd to vital Light, and vital Air. 
| So ſudden this Deliv'rance which they meet, 
Their Grief fo hopeleſs, and their Joy ſo great, 
Scarce to the Change they yet can Credit give, 
Scarce are they yet perſuaded that they live! | 
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So when th' AxcHaNnGEL gives the fated Sign, 
(If Human Joys we liken to Divine) 

The Summons univerſal Nature hears, 

Nor pleads Preſcription of fix thouſand Years ; 
Not everlaſting Hills their Dead retain, 
Not deep Abyſles of th' unfathom'd Main ; 
The ſleeping Saints look up with joyful Eyes, 
And quick ning at the ſacred Trump, ariſe ; 


Their Pains all paſs'd, their Tranſport to ſucceed, 


Immortal Lives in endleſs Bloom they lead, 
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From Death's tyrannick Chain, and Farth's dark Priſon freed. 


An: 
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An F FIG R A M, 
0. the Death of a PHys1IC1an, 
— From the GRE ER of THEOSEBIA. | 
WICE, when Hirociarss and GALEN dyd, 
The Art of Pxvs lex, mourning, tore her Hair; 


Now weeps in Marble at ABLABTIUsS“ Side, 
Aſham'd with Mortals longer to appear. 


On the Death of Dr. FRE1ND. 


From the former. 


HEN Ravciivys fell, afflicted PR vs 1k cry'd, 
How vain my Pow'r | and languiſh'd at his Side. 
When Fzxz 1nd expir'd, deep-ſtruck, her Hair She tore, 
And ſpeechleſs fainted, and reviv'd no more. 
Her flowing Grief no farther could extend, 


She mourns with Rapcriiree, but She dies with FrEiND. 


A 
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A WEDDING-$SONG. 


Ut ameris, amabilis eſto. 
I. 


Meeting Dawn, her Carol ling ! 
See the Sun in Eaſtern Skies 
Joyous as a Bridegroom riſe ! 
Wake, my Dear, and come away, 
Smiling, greet the happy Day, 
Ne'er was yet thy lovely Breaſt 
Idly flow to my Requeſt; 
Now begin not to delay, | 

Dear, awake, and come away: 
Join thy plighted Hand, and Join 
Firſt thine Oraiſons with mine. 


Show'r thine Influence from on high, 


Author of the Nuptial Tye; 5 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 


God of Peace, and God of Love! , 


B b 


EE the ſpringing Day from far, 
Uſher d by the Morning-Star ! 
Hear the Lark with upward Wing 
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II. If 
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II. 
If cer thy forming Hand has giv'n 
Woman, lateſt Work of Heay'n, 
With ſocial dear domeſtick Joys, 
Height ning lonely Paradiſe; 
If cer thy kind paternal Care 
Join d and bleſs d the wedded Pair, 
In ſpotleſs Bonds ordain d to be 
Emblems of thy Church and Thee; 
If cer thy mightier Love decreed. 
Life from JzsuU, Woman's Seed, 


The Loſs of Evan to retrieve, 


Sprung from May, Second Evz; ; 
If cer thy Word has endleſs Reſt. 

Shadow'd by the Nuptial Feaſt ; 
Heav'n, our laſt Wiſh and fartheſt Aim, 

Myſtick Marriage of the Lamb | 


 Show'r thine Influence from on high, 


Author of the Nuptial Tye ; 

Show'r thy Graces, holy Dove, 

God of Peace, and God of Love! 
m Quit | 
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1 
Quit not thine Olympick Snows, 
Juno, guarding Marriage Vows : 
VENus, ſleep in Ipa's Grove, 
Laughing Sea-born Queen of Loyvs | 
Cur1p, baniſh'd hence away, 
Idle Currin, with her ſtaß : 
Here nor Hy MEN fhall preſide, 
Claſp'd in Mantle Saffron-dy'd ; 
Wanton GRracts dance, nor Hours 
Scatter Odours, Leaves and Flow'rs, 
Twiſt the blooming Wreath, nor ſpread 
Roſe and Myrtle where we tread : | 
All unfeign'd and real be, 
Truth, tranſcending Poetry. 
Shower thine Influence from on high, 
Author of the Nuptial Tye; 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love! 


B b 2 2 IV. Ye 


196 POE M 8. 
| IV. 
Ye Virgins haſte, my Bride prepare, 
Dreſs be now the Dear- one's Care; 
Well-ſuited, unaffected, free, 
Worthy Her, and worthy Me: 
Nor poorly mean, nor coſtly vain, 
Neat, and elegant, and plai n. 
Her Ornaments are Toys no more 
Love's engaging chymick Pow 7. 
Like Mipas fabled King of old, 
Touches all things into Gold. 
The Fair that unadorn'd can pleaſe, 
| Shines yet lovelier in her Dreſs ; 
Still wiſely careful to remove 
Slighteſt Hindrances of Love: 
For nought that Love concerns is ſmall, 
All's important, folemn all 
Show'r thine Influence from on high, 
Author of the Nuptial Tye; 
 Showr thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love 
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Ope the hoſpitable Gate, 
Ope for Friendſhip, not for State, 
Friends well-choſen enter here, 
Equal, affable, ſincere; 
Cheap- bought Plenty, artleſs Store 
Feed the Rich, and fill the Poor; 
Converſe cheer the ſprightly Gueſt, 
Cordial Welcome crown the Feaſt; 
Eaſy Wit with Candour fraught, 
Laughter genuine and unſought; 
Jeſt from double Meaning free, 
Blameleſs, harmleſs ſollity; 
Mirth, that no repenting Gloom 


Treaſures for our Vears to come. 
Show'r thine Influence from on high, 
Author of the Nuptial T ye; 

| Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love l. 


VI. May 
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„ VI. 
May ſocial Life, ſo well begun, 
Glide with equal Tenor on: 
May timely Fruit our Blifs improve, 
Children, deareſt Bonds of Love ! 
The darling Boy, the Daughter fair, 
Objects of delightful Care 
| Rejoic'd, while oft the Babes we ſee 
Sportive claſp their Mother's Knee ; 
And oft from liſping Prattle find 
Reaſon op'ning in their Mind ; 
While ſoothing Hopes our Hearts preſage 
Pleaſures of our middle Age : 
Till rightly taught, the rifing Brood, 
Healthy, happy, wiſe, and good, 
Fulfill our Hopes, and pay our Cares, 
Glory of our hoary Hairs ! 
Shower thine Influence from on high, 
Author of the Nuptial Tye ; 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love | 


VII. Give 
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VII. 
Give, oh give our Days to bleſs, 
Virtue, Source of Happineſs 
Prudence, ſtifling Infant-Strife; 
Friendſhip, Remedy of Life; 
Truſt, in mutual Faith ſecure; 
Tranſport generous and pure, 
Sparkling from the Soul within, 
Never boaſted, always ſeen: 
Kind, while each their Care employs 
Griefs to part, and double Joys, 
Joys to Libertines unknown, 
Fruits of Wedlock Truth alone; 
Joys that Angels may approve, 
All the Dignity of Love 
Shower thine Influence from on high, 
Author of the Nuptial T ye; 
Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 
God of Peace, and God of Love | 


VIII. When 
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VIII. 


When late the Summons from above 
Parts the Life, but not the Love, 


Reſign d and calm may She or I 


Teach Survivors how to die; 


He free from Sin's polluting Stain, 


Void of Fear, and void of Pain! 


For tedious Vears may neither moan, 


Sad, deſerted, and alone; 

May neither, long condemn'd to ſtay, 
Wait their ſecond Bridal Day. 

Grant us, oh grant, Almighty Pow'r | 
Soon to meet, and part no more, 

In Heav'n, where Love and Joys are known 
Only purer than our own : 

Heav'n ! our laſt Wiſh and fartheſt Aim, 
Myſtick Marriage of the Lamb 1 

Show'r thine Influence from on high, 

Author of the Nuptial Tye; 

Show'r thy Graces, Holy Dove, 


God of Peace, and God of Love! 


be 
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The COBLE R: 
A T 


* OUR Sage and Moraliſt can ſhow 

Many Misfortunes here below, 

A Truth which no one ever miſs d, 

Tho' neither Sage nor Moraliſt: 

Vet, all the Troubles notwithſtanding, 

Which Fate or Fortune has a hand in, 

Fools to themſelves will more create, 

In ſpite of Fortune and of Fate. 

Thus oft are dreaming Wretches ſeen, 

Tortur'd with Vapours, and with Spleen ; 

Transform'd (at leaſt in their own Eyes) 

To Glaſs, or China, or Gooſe-Pies. 

Others will to themſelves appear 

Stone-dead, as WII L. the Conqueror; _ 

And all the World in vain might ftrive 

To face them down, that they're alive. 

Unlucky Males with Child will groan, Y | 

And ſorely dread their lying down s % cH 
| Cc As 
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As fearing, that to eaſe their Pain, 
May puzzle Doctor CHAMBERLAIN. 

Imaginary Evils flow, 

Merely for want of real Woe; 

And when prevailing Whimſies riſe, 

As monſtrous wild Abfurdities 
Are, ev'ry Hour, and ev'ry Minute, 
Found without BEBDLAM, as within it: 
Which if you farther would have octane 
And Leiſure have to read, — read on. 

There liv'd a Gentleman, poſſeſt 

Of all that Mortals reckon beſt : 
A Seat well-choſe in wholeſome Air, 
With Gardens and with Proſpects fair: 
His Land from Debt and Jointure free, 
His Money, never in Sourh-S RA: 
His Health of Body firm and good, 
Tho' paſt the Hey-day in his Blood: 
His Conſort fair, and good, and kind; a 
His Children riſing to his Mind. 
His Friends ingenious and ſincere; 
His Honour, nay his Conſcience clear: 


He 


POEM S. a” 
He wanted nought of human Blik, 
But Pow r to taſte his Happineſs. 
Too near, alas! this Great Man's Hall 
A merry Cone had a Stall; 
An arch old Wag as el er you knew, 
With Breeches red and Jerkin blue; 
Chearful at Working, as at Play, 
He ſung and whiſtled Life away : 
When riſing Morning glads the Sky, 
Clear as the merry Lark, and high; 
When Evening Shades the Landskip veil, 
Late warbling as the Nightingale. 
Tho Pence came ſlow, and Trade was ill, 
Yet till he ſung and whiſtled ſtill; 
Tho' patch'd his Garb, and coarſe his Fare, 
He laugh'd, and caſt away old Care. 
The rich Man view'd with Diſcontent 
His tatter d Neighbour's Merriment, 
With Envy grudg'd, and pin'd to ſee 
A Beggar pleaſanter than He; 
And, by degrees, to hate began 
Th' intolerable happy Man, 
Ces Who 
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Who haunted him, like any Sprite, 
From Morn to Eve, by Day and Night. 
It chanc'd, when once in Bed he lay, 
When Dreams are true, at Break of Day, 
He heard the Cobler at his Sport, 
Amidſt his Muſick ſtopping ſhort : 
Whether his Morning Draught he took, 
Or warming Whiff of wonted Smoke, 
The 'Squire ſuſpected, being ſhrewd, 
This Silence boded him no good ; 
And, cauſe he nothing faw nor heard, 
A Machiavilian Plot he fear d. 
Strait Circumſtances crowded plain 
To vex and plague his jealous Brain : 
Trembling in pannick Dread he lies, 
With gaping Mouth and ſtaring Eyes; 
And ſtraining wiſtful both his Ears, 
He ſoon perſuades himſelf he hears 
One skip and caper up the Stairs, 
Sees the Door open quick, and knew 
His dreaded Foe in Red and Blue, 


Who 
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Who, with a running Jump, he thought, 
Leap'd plumb directly down his Throat, 
Laden with Tackle of his Stall, 


Laſt, Ends, and Hammer, Strap, and Awl : 


No ſooner down, than with a Jerk 

He fell to Muſick, and to Work. 

If much he griey'd our Don before, 
When but o' th' outſide of his Door, 
Ho ſorely muſt he now moleſt, 

When got o th inſide of his Breaſt ! 

The waking Dreamer groans and ſwells, 
And Pangs imaginary feel 
Catches, and Scraps of Tunes he hears 
For ever ringing in his Ears ; 

Ill-favour'd Smells his Noſe diſpleaſe, 
Mundungus ſtrong, and rotten Cheeſe : 
He feels him, when he draws his Breath, 
Or tug the Leather with his Teeth z | 
Or beat the Sole, or elſe extend 

His Arms to th' utmoſt of his End, 
Enough to crack, when ſtretch'd ſo wide, 
The Ribs of any mortal Side. 
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ls there no Method then to fly 
This vile inteſtine Enemy ? 

What can be done in this Condition, 
But ſending inſtant for Phyfician ? 
The Doctor, having heard the Caſe, 
Burſt into Laughter in his Face; 
Told him, he needs no more than rife, 
Open his Windows, and his Eyes, 

- Whiſtling and ſtitching there to ſee | 
The Cobler, as he us'd to bee 
Sir, quoth the Patient, your Pretences 

Shall neer perſuade me from my Senſes : 
How ſhould I riſe ? the heavy Brute 
Will hardly let me wag a Foot : 
Tho' Seeing for Belief may go, 

Yet Feeling is the Truth, you know : 

I feel him in my Sides I tell ye; 

Had You a Cabler in your Belly, - 
You ſcarce would fleer as now yau do; 
I doubt your Guts would grumble too : 
Still do you laugh? I tell you, Sir, 

Td kick you ſoundly, could I ftir : 


Thou 
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Thou Quack, that never had ſt d 
In either Univerſity; en 
Thou meer Licentiate, a W 
The S ne and e the College: 
rl call my Serv if you ſtay; 
So, Doctor, ſcamper while you may. 

One thus Miſpatch d, a ſecond came, 
Of equal Skill, and greater Fame; 
Who {wore him mad as a March Hare, 
(For Doctors, when provok'd, will ſwear). 
To drive ſuch Whimſies from his Pate, 
He drag'd him to the Window ftrait. 
But jilting Fortune can devile 
To baffle and outwit the Wiſe; 
The Cobler, e er expos d to view, 
Had juſt pull'd off his Jerkin Blue, 


Not dreaming twould his Neighbour hurt, 


To fit in Freſco in his Shirt. 

Ah! quoth the Patient, with a Sigh, 
You know him not ſo well as I; 

The Man who down my Throat is Fanny 
Has go a true-blue We on. 


Sg 
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In vain the Doctor raw d and tore, 
Argu d and fretted, ſtamp'd and ſwore; 
Told him he might believe as well 
The Giant of PaNTAmο’ I #® . 
Did oſt, as break his Faſt or ſup, % 
For poach'd Eggs fwallow Windmills up; 
Or that the HoLLanp Dame could KL 
A Child, for ev'ry Day i th' Year. 
The vapour'd Dotard, grave and ly, 
Miſtook for Truth each rapping Lye ; 
And drew Concluſions ſuch as theſe, 
Reſiſtleſs from the Premiſſes. 

I hope, my Friends, you'll grant me all, 

A Windmill's bigger than a Stall : 
And ſince the Lady brought alive 
Children, Three hundred ſixty five, 
Why ſhould you think there is not room 
For one poor Cobler in my Womb ? 
Thus ev'ry thing his Friends could fay 


The more confirm'd him in his way: 


Farther convinc'd, by what they tell, 
"I 'was certain, tho' impoſſible. 


Now 
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Now worſe and worſe his piteous State 


Was grown, and almoſt deſperate : 

Yet ſtill the utmoſt bent to try, 
Without more Help he would not die. 
An old Phyſician, fly and ſhrewd, .. 
With Management of Face endu d, 

Heard all his Tale; and ask d, with Care, 
How long the Cobler had been there? 
Noted diſtinctly what he ſaid; | 
Lift up his Eyes, and ſhook his. Head, 


And grave accoſts him, on this F n AY 


After mature Deliberation, \ 
With ſerious and important Face, 
Sir, your's is an uncommon Caſe :. . 
Tho I've read GALEN's Latin o er, 

I never met with it before; EN 

Nor have I tound the like. 1 
In Stories of Hirrockar Es. | 

Then, after a convenient Stay, 


Sir, if Preſcription you'll obey, 


My Life for your's, I'll ſet you free 
From this ſame two-leg'd Timpany: y 


Dd 
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Tis true, you're gone beyond the Cure 
Of fam d Worm-Powder of Joun Moog; 
Beſides, if downwards he be ſent, 

I fear he'll ſplit your nether Vent: 
* then your Throat, you know, is _ 
And ſcarcely clos d, fince it was try d; 
The ſame way he got in, tis plain, 
There's Room to fetch him out again : 
I'll bring the forked Worm away, 
Without a Dyſenteria : | 
Emeticks ſtrong will do the Feat, 

If taken quantum ſufficit: © 
Ill ſee my ſelf the proper Doſe, 

And then Hypnatichs to compoſe, 
The Wretch, tho languiſhing and weak, 

Revivd already by the GreEs, 

Cries, What ſo learn'd a Man as you 
Preſcribes, dear Doctor, I ſhall do. 
The Vomit ſpeedily was got, 

The Cobler ſent for to the Spot, 
And taught to manage the Deceit, 
And not his Doublet to forget. 


Put 
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But firſt the Operator wiſe 

Over the Sight a Bandage ties : 

For Vomits always ftrain the Eyes. 
Courage ! I'll make you diſembogue, 
Spight of his Teeth, th' unlucky Rogue 5 
TIl drench the Raſcal, never fear, 

And bring him up, or drown him there. 
Warm Water down he makes him pour, 


Till his ſtretch'd Guts could hold no more; 


Which doubly ſwoll'n, as you may think, 
Both with the Cobler, and the Drink, 
What they receiv'd againſt the Grain, 

Soon paid with Intereſt back again, | 


Here comes his Tools, he can't be long 


Without his Hammer and his Thong. 
The Cobler humour'd what was ſpoke, 
And gravely carry'd on'the | Joke 
As he heard nam' d each ſingle Matter, 
He chuck'd it ſouſe into the Water; 
And then, not to be ſeen as yet, 
Behind the Door made his Retreat. 
Dd 2 
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The ſick Man now takes Breath awhile, 
| Strength to recruit for farther Toil : 
| Unblinded he, with joyful Eyes, 
The Tackle floating there eſpies 3 
Fully convinc'd within his Mind, 
The Cobler could not ſtay behind, 
Who to the Alchouſe ſtill would go, 
Whene er he wanted Work to do: | 
Nor could he like his preſent Place, 
He ne er lov'd Water in his days. 
At length he takes a ſecond Butt. 100 
Enough to turn him inſide out; d 
With Vehemence ſo ſore he ſtrains, 
As would have ſplit another's Brains. 
Ay | here the Cobler comes, I ſwear |. 
And Truth it was, for he was there, 
And, like a rude ill-mannerd Clown, 
Kick'd with his Foot the Vomit down. 
The Patient, now grown wondrous light, 
Whip'd off the Napkin from his Sight, 
Briskly lift up his Head, and knew 
Ihe Breeches and the ſerkin's Hue; 


And 
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And ſmil'd to hear him grumbling ſay, 

As down the Stairs he ran his way, 

He'd neer ſet Foot within his Door, 

And jump down open Throats no more; 

No; while he liv'd, he'd ne er again. 

Run, like a Fox, down the Red Lane. 

Our Patient thus, his Inmate gone, 

Cur'd of the Crotchets in his Crown, 

Joyful his Gratitude expreſſes, 

With thouſand Thanks and hundred Pieces: 

And thus, with much of Pains and Coſt, ; 
Regain'd the Health, he never loſt. 


AMO KA K 
Taught by long Miſeries, we find 
Repoſe is ſeated in the Mind; 
And moſt Men ſoon or late have own'd,. 
"Tis there, or no where, to be found. 
This real Wiſdom timely knows, 
Without Experience of the Woes ; 
Nor needs inſtructive Smart, to ſee; 

That all on Earth is Vanity. 

NT | Lok, 
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Loſs, Diſappointment, Paſſion, Striſe, 


Whate er torments or troubles Life, 
Tho' groundleſs, grievous in its Stay, 
"Twill ſhake our Tenements of Clay, 
When paſt, as nothing we eſteem ; 


And Pain like Pleaſure is but Dream. 


EP nn -: 
From the GRE Ek. 


Heſe Cups by P1s0 to his Friends were giv'n, | 
Whoſe Round preſents the concave Vault of Heav'n ; 
On this half Globe the Northern Stars appear, 
Engrav'd on that the Southern Hemiſphere. | 
Drink deep; all Heay'n you'll at the Bottom ſee : 
Who would not wiſh to learn Aſtronomy * ] 


"IV? 
TS 
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PAS T ON 
COLIN. THEN OT. 


S 

; HznoT, Good-day ; ſure thou art bent to thrive: 
In Wealth and Wiſdom, thus to riſe by Five. 
| THENSO:L 

I roſe not, Truth to tell, to tend my Sheep ; 

was Love, not Thrift, that broke my Morning Sleep. 
COLIN. 5 
If Love thine Ailment is, ſo ſoon to riſe 
Perhaps may make thee rich, but never wiſe. 
THENOT. 
And why this Scoff ? our Landlord has, they ſay, 
Long wood, and lately wed a Lady gay ; 
And he is wiſe, or ſure had ne' er been ſent 
A Member for the Shire, to Parliament. 
COLIN. 

Yes, money d 'Squires, that o'er the Country rule, 
May plead their Priviledge to play the Fool ; 
Far other Thoughts ſhou'd fill the poor Man's Head ; 
Ile ſeeks not Dainties, who is pinch'd for Bread. 
THENOT. 
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. THEN Or. 

If Love and Courting be forbid the Poor, 7 
You make the Diſtance greater than before : 
None are beneath us here, and none above ; 

For all are Slaves and Sovereigns i in Love. 

COLIN, 

How can he meet Relief, who courts his Pains, 

Or Freedom find, who glories in his Chains ? 

Yet to thy Cor ix all thy Grief reveal; 

We tell with Pleaſure what with Pain we feel. 

| THENOT. 

"Ts truſty Corind my Love unfold, 

Which to my Sweet-heart dear was never told, 

Lucy, the prettieſt Maiden in the T own, . 

Sweet as the Nut, tho' as the Berry brown. 
COLIN. | 

—:. (x 

How ſhall he wed, that will not woo the Fair ? 

| By timely Vent the Farmer faves his Hay, 

That ſmother'd cloſe would kindling burn away. 


THENOT. 


POEMS 2 
THENOT es 
The wiſeſt Scholars know not where to find 
Apt Words, well ſuiting” to.2 love-ſick Mind : 

What Grace ſhall TyzxomT's clowniſh . adorn? 

I hope her Fayour, bur I fear her Schin. . 3% 4 
CO EIN 1125 1 
Faint Heart, like thine, ne er won a lovely Maid; N 
Speak fair, few Pamſels but of Praiſe are glad: | 
Deſpair not for a peeviſh Word or Frown ; 
The blackeſt Storms are ſooneſt over-blown. | 

211 32) n B' NOS 
Faipays of ev'ry Week, the Proverb ſays, 
Are ſtill the faireſt or the fouleſt Days : 
Like Fxipays' Skies will faithful Paſſion prove ; by 
For in our youthful Prime, our Days of Love, 


Bleſt in extremes, or in extremes are curſt, 
Of all moſt happy, or of all the worſt. 
5 © ont he 

He reaps in Harveſt who in Seed-time ſows ; 

Who {lights the prickly Thorn, ſhall gain the Roſe ; 
Who flies Diſdain, ſhould never Kindneſs meet; 

Who ſhuns the ſour, ſhould never taſte the ſweet. 

t Ee. Faanoanr 
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HEN O T. 
I'm us d to toil, nor Labour ſhall be ſpard; 
Rich are the Wages, tho the Work is har. 

Jo tell how rich, oh what ſhall TürNor fayl !?! 
Sweet is the riſing, and the parting Day, 
The Fruits of Avev sr, and the Flow'rs of Mar : 
In Juiy Shade, in bleak Dzcz MBs Fire, 
Eaſe in our Age, and in our Youth Deſire. 

Lao Si. iN - 1) 16: 
In Words like theſe to her thy Love impart, 2 | 
If once ſhe gives an Ear, {he'll give her Heart. 
Mean time with quicker Pace to Buſineſs move : 
ARNO T 
At leaſt if Buſineſs ean agree with Love. 
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A Familiar eee 10 4 Friend 
gend this Verſe your Health to greet, ; 


Since in plain Profe we cannot meet. 
I that am happy here at Home, 
As Cer a Prince in Chriſtendom : | 
| Nay live, and laugh, and ſport, and ſing, 
As free and friendleſi as a King; 
I like not your Extremes, not I, 
Your Guinea Meal, or Penny Pye; - 
But fain a middle Courſe would ſteer 
Twixt fine Champaigne, and thin Small-Beer ; 17 
Pleas'd and content to fare fo fo, 3 
Nor coſtly nice, nor baſely low: 
Pomp, Pow'r and Riches I deſpite, 
Nor fear to fall, nor ſeek to riſe. 
If you ſuſpect there ſcarce can be 
So ſtrange a Mortal, come and fee; 
So much for Me. Of You I'd know 
Some News, as what and how You do; 
Of Plays and Authors your Opinion, out No 


Of Boorn and OI DIE LD, or Jus rx fax: 


B. Who 
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Who near you is confeſs d to be 

The faireſt or the frankeſt She: 

What Youth is for Intrigue renown'd, 
And who is ſick, and who is ſound ; 
Who is and who almoſt is undone, 

And when you leave this wicked LonDoN, 
Where heedleſs Youth may Bitter meet, 
In raſhly vent ring after Sweet, 

Unleſs their Eyes they open keep, 

And look right well before they leap : 
Tho ſmooth and pleaſing is the Way, 
And full of Mirth, and full of Play ; 

For, oh, at School from VIRGII learn I, 
Deſcenſus facilis Avern:. To 
Nothing my Laughter more can move, 
Than Lonpon Beaus' Platonick Love : 
Content with Beauty in Ide, 

Like Qurxor with his DVL IN EA, 
The Puritans can feaſt their Sight, 
Without carmv'rous Appetite: 

Tho oft the Noſe, or Max T Ex lies, 

Is loſt by wand ring of the Eyes. 
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80 have I ſeen a Beauiſh Fly, 
Enamour'd with a Candle, try 

T' approach unhurt the ſhining Thing, 
And ſport awhile, and buz and fing ; 
Till, too advent'rous bent on Game, 

= Touching he dies amidſt the Flame; 
Tho not deſigning, you may ſwear, 
To loſe his Life by playing there: 
No matter what the Wretch deſigns, 
He finds it burns as well as ſhines. - 


"Tis eaſier much to ſhun the Gin, 


Than to eſcape when gotten in ; 
For Cuſtom has been juſtly reckon d 


A 4 1 


Strong as firſt Nature, tho a ſecond : 


When Fuel's gone 'twill puff the Fire, 


And rake the Embers of Deſire. 
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To prove this true, a Tale Ill give, ©: 


Told by my Aunt of Sev'nty-fave. 


In Bed there once. was laid, d ye ee; 


A batter d Rake, as Vou may be 1 
I mean, unleſs you leave the Town, 


Whate'er you are, you may be one: 


His Health, and Fame, and Fortune ſpent, 
He thought it high time to repent. 


Tird beyond Suff rance now and meaſure, 


In Search of Pain, which ſome call Pleaſure, 


He felt all Change of Air and Moons, 

By Mercury within his Bones ; 

With Aches vex'd from Top to Toe, 

Which You may — may you never — know. 
All forts of Females he forſwore, 

The griping and the gratis Whore: 

None of Eve's Daughters he'd except, 

No more the keeping than the kept. 

The Devil, who is always near 

To Younkers of that Character, 

At firſt was put in ſome Confuſion, 

To hear this virtuous Reſolution; 

But taking Heart, he choſe t appear, 

And ſmiling whiſper'd in his Ear, 

My Lad, Tve got a Beauty for ye, iſ 


Will make you quickly change your Story; 


A fine-turn'd Shape, a Face that's new, 
Known but at moſt by One or Two. 


I care 
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I care not what ſhe is, quoth He, 
I'm fure Tl never make up Three. 
So ſaid, He groan'd and turn'd his Back: 
Quoth the Old Gentleman in Black, 

Like Snow her Skin is to behold, 

As white, as ſoft, but not ſo cold: 

A Breath as fragrant as the Roſe, 

Come, let me help you to your Clothes : 

A Wit that Age itſelf would whet, 

And ſtarry Eyes as Black as Jet. 

Black Eyes d'ye ſay ? then hold your Prating, 
And reach my Doublet there, ſweet Satan. 


— IT 
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From the GREEK, 
N O Colours laid by Pencil on 5 
Can match her Eye, her Skin, her Hair; 
Who paints the Splendor of the Sun, | 
May paint the Splendor of the Fair. 
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To a PHYSICIAN, on his Marriage. 


3 
D DocrT os, let me with you Joy, 
If tis not paſt the wiſhing Seaſon ; | 
Let me, as Poets uſe, employ 
A little Rhyme, and little Reaſon, 
II. 
No Jokes on Human Nature fear, 
"Tis fit I to Phyſicians leave her, 
Who from a Ague can ſet clear, 
Or know the Symptoms of a Fever. 
Forgive me, if too fond of Rule, 
I learn the Habit of adviling ; 
I ſhall but briefly play the Fool, 
In wiſhing or in moralizing. 
All Strife for Empire be abhor'd, 
Which often N uptial Quiet vexes 
Tho You by Right-Divine are Lord, 
Vet Souls no Difference know of Sexes. 


V. Your 


Au —. 
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V. 


Your Griefs and Pleaſures let Her ſhare, 
Deſerv'dly your Eſteem poſſeſſing, 
To blunt the Smart of ev'ry Care, 
And raiſe the Sweet of ev'ry Bleſſing. 
| VI. : 
Nor Joy, nor Jar be heard or ſeen, 
Nor Umpire, nor Spectator needing ; 
Soon as a Third crept in between, 
Remember Ap AM loſt his EDEN. 
VII. 5 
May rolling Vears, that Strength impair, 
Cement Your Friendſhip ſtill the ſtronger ; 
O! may her Mind appear moſt Fair, 


Then, when her Face is fair no longer. 
VIBE - 
Safe may You reſt through Life's Decline, 
From Pain acute and great Diſaſter; 
While Children, as they grow, combine 
To draw Your True-Love-Knot the faſter. 


Ff N IX. Till 
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IX 
"Till He, whoſe univerſal Dart 
The Learn d and Fair muſt ſuffer under, 
Vour True-Love-Knot alone ſhall part, 
Who parts the Knot of Life aſunder. 


Ar EPITAR. 
5 8 
=_ lye I, once a witty Fair, 
Il loving and ill lov'd ; 
Whoſe heedleſs Beauty was my Snare, 
Whoſe Wit my Folly prov'd. 
| Reader, ſhould any curious ſtay, 
To ask my huckleſs Name, 
Tell them, the Grave that hides my Clay 
Conceals me from my Shame. 
| = 
Tell them, I mourn'd for Guilt of Sin, 
More than for Pleaſure ſpent : 
Tell them, whate'er my Morn had been, 
My Noon was Penitent. : 


To 


P 


+ 


* 


To the Mzmory of 
The Reverend Dr. S O UT H. 
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AIL, venerable SOUTH | be Honour paid 
Tho late, yet laſting, to thy awful Shade. 
VUnbrib d, unask d, I offer willing Lays, 
Careleſs alike of Cenſure and of Praiſe; 
Nor, did'ſt Thou yet on Earth adorn the Gown, 
Would court thy Favour, or would fear thy Frown. 
Thy Conduct uniform, and Life ſincere, 
By Hope nor blinded, nor depreſs d by Fear, 
Before our Eyes divine Religion brought, 
Thy Life preſenting what thy Doctrine taught; 
The wild Perverſeneſs curb d of Fleſh and Blood, 
Againſt the Bent of Temper ſtrongly good. 
80 SockAr ESG, if Pagans rightly ſay, 
Moulded by Culture his reluctant Clay 
Virtue embrac'd, tho' prone to ev'ry Vice, 
With all Materials of a Fool was wiſe. 
Vaſt Stores of Learning deep adorn'd thy Mind, 
And bounteous Nature equal Treaſures join dj 
F f 2 Waht- 
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Whate er by Antient Gzzzcu or ROME was known, 
The FaTuzxs, and the SchoonuE x, were thy own. 
Nor Libertines could Pleaſure dearer hold, 
Th' Ambitious Greatneſs, or the Miſer Gold. 
Nor lett'ft Thou unimprov'd thy Riches lye, 
Ardent to gain, and ſtudious to apply ; 
Whether thy Stile would light us or would warm, 
Inſtruct with Reaſon, or with Fancy charm ; 
Or laſh with Scorpions ſome enormous Crime, 
Or reach the utmoſt Height of true Sublime; 
To ſtate the Right, and to refute the Wrong, 
Diſtinctly clear, indiſſolubly ſtrong. 

Some all their Anger pour on Roux alone, 
Plant all their Batteries at the Papal Throne ; 
In Secs or Deiſts they no Harm can ſee, 
All Danger is compris d in Por ERv. 


| While others freely Schiſmaticks will blame, 


The Zeal of Seors, or Sects of AMsTERDAM ; 
_ Forgetting Rows, fo plain in Scripture ſhown, 
That BBLLAUMINE confeſs d Her BABVLON. 

Not thus, O Sovrn, thy well-weigh'd Cenſures flew, 
Severe as Fate, but as impartial too, 


The 
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The Sentence paſt where- e er the Guilt had been, 
Certain as Death is the Reward of Sin. 
Not only Rebel Saintſhip felt thy Wit, 
The ſly preciſe cenſorious Hypocrite, 
But courtly Revellers, who loſt in Senſe 
Abus'd the kindeſt Smiles of Providence: 
A juſt Regard thy equal Judgment ſhow'd 
| To Heav'n and Earth, to Cæs AR and to Gop. 
True to thy Monarch's Crown in blackeſt Times, 
But never flatt ring to diſguiſe his Crimes: 
| Nay, careleſs of the Storm thy Words might move, 
Quick to diſcern, and faithful to reprove. 
O might the Kings of each illuſtrious Line 
Enjoy the Counſels of a Soul, like Thine ! 

Thy rigid Honeſty could ne er deſcend 
Socixus and his Followers to commend, 1 
Or yield up Points their Favour to engage, | 
Tranſcribing Eris cor ius by the Page: 
Nor Zeal for Truth in Hereticks could ſee, 
Nor Candour well-beſeeming Charity. 
Since all their Books with impious Lies are ſtrow d 
With vile Blaſphemings of the Chriſtians Gop; 

| Taunts 


8 


Both from Self- oonſcious and Identity. 


Deep's the Foundation, as the Building's high. 
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Taunts worſe than JuLiaN's far, too foul to name, 
And only fit for Hell, from whence they came. 

A pert, ſelf- taught, ſelf-pleaſing Author roſe, 
Our Faith by weak Defences to expoſe ; 
Condemn'd the Language us'd by Chriſtians all, 


From lighted ScH00LMEN to th Apoſtle Pavur ; 


Againſt hard Words would new-coin'd Terms advance, 
For GR EEK is always hard to Ignorance ; 
Of Myſteries the Manner would expreſs, 


And Three are One by Mutual-Conſciouſneſs: 
Thou, $0UT n, ſtood'ſt up a learn d and found Divine, | 


Thy Reas'ning nervous, as thy Wit was fine; 
Through his poor Sides a Blow at Lockx doſt deal, 
A Wound which all Mankind can never heal. 
Effay your Strength, ye Sophiſts, and object, 

« No Cauſe ariſes from its own Effect. 

This ſingle Stroke for ever ſets us free, 


But does not Spleen, on Sport untimely bent, 
To vent its Jeſt negle& its Argument ? 
No ! folid [Strength firſt meets the Reader's Eye ; 


Thy 
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Thy Reaſons ſtand unſhook, and ſtill prevail, 

They ne er have fail d us, and can never fail. 

Whence wiſely ſome thy Arguments repeat, 

Thy Senſe remember, tho thy Name forget. 

Sharp was the Sting; But oft was caſt at Thee 

The baſeſt Dirt, the worſt Scurrility: 

Foes on thy Fame their utmoſt Malice ſhed, 

Full Venom of the Heart, tho not the Head. 

Whence comes it thy Reproofs as yet ſurvive ? 

Still live thy Satyrs and will ever live; 

While Their's to dark Oblivion ſoon were thrown: 

Thy Raileries had Wit, but Their's had none. 
Nor ſhall my honeſt Pen attempt to draw 

« A faultleſs Monſter that the World neer ſaw.” 

Great as Thou wert, this Error I muſt own, 

The more conſpicuous fince 'twas Thine alone : 

Thy greateſt Fault from too much Wit aroſe, 

Not Sara's ſelf could charge it on thy Foes. 

Sometimes too bright the flaſhing Luſtre flies, 

For Light is always Pain to Owliſh Eyes. 

Thrice happy for BziTaNN1a's Church twould be, 

If half ber Champions could offend like Thee. 

vet 
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Vet not in Life was equal Rigour ſeen, 
Thy Heart was tender, tho thy Words were keen. 
Whene'er the Poor beneath Affliction bent, 
Thou gav'ſt them, not a Stone or Compliment ; 
Preventing modeſt Worth's half-ſpoke Deſire, 
Wile to diſpenſe, unwearied to enquire. 
While the ſmooth Courtier lets his Cenſure fall 
On Want of Charity, and Height of Gall, 
Thy Bounty unexhauſted flow'd around, 
And for his Six-Pence durſt beſtow a Pound. 
Each fond of Good, but in a diff rent Way; 
Thy Faſhion was to dv; and His to /a 

O had'ſt Thou liv'd their Inſolence t' oppoſe, 
When late our modiſh modern Ax1ans roſe; | 
Who Infinite as Gop make Space and Time, 
And idly feign a Prior to the Prime : 
Foes to the Sc HOOLMEN's Cobwebs in pretence, 
Without their Learning, and without their Senſe. 
Yet from that Fount their boaſted Noſtrums came, 
They weed the very Authors which they blame; 
Or dip at random, and the Errors glean, 
Or ſcorn unopen'd, and reject unſeen. 


Hence 
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Hence ev'ry callow Fopling joins the Cr 
And rallies at Scholaſtick Nicet 7. 
Can that unmeaning Creature find a Blot 
In Tow of Aquin, or in ſubtle Scor? 
All LaTix barbarous He alike muſt ſee, . 
He knows no more of Quid than Quidaity. 
Grave Anti-Sages ſend their lengthen'd Sight, 
To view the Starry Orbs, thoſe Worlds of Light j 
Then caſt on Earth their Philoſophick Eye, 
« Should Gop for ſuch a Speck deſcend to die ?” 
O wondrous Proof of Mathematick Senſe, 
By Size and Bulk to meaſure Excellence ! 
Is each minuteſt Atom nobler far | 
Than Worlds of unextended Spirit are ? 
The Hill more pretious than th' included Veins ? 
And Space more worth than all that it contains ? 
To ſee in Silence drop d thy glorious Name, 
Or ſlightly mention'd with diminiſh'd Fame, 
Provokes, O SOUTH, this Indignation ſhown, 
Tho' not ſo great, as honeſt as thy own. 
Well-ſhown, if One, but One, with greater Heed 
Thy Steps ſhould follow, and thy Works ſhould read. 
G g Long 
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Long may thy Mother-Church enjoy thy Pains, 
Long as the ATHANaslan Mound remains; 
Thy Sermons Light to wond'ring BRITAIN give, 
While Goſpel Faith and Human Reaſon live; 
Thy Name, till Time expires, be pretious known 
| To all th Adorers of the Great Three-One. 
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W HEN nought diverts a Peereſs from her Aim 


The Wretch complains no Favour he could find, 
Purſued by unrelenting Womankind : | 

His Arts with Men had more ſucceſsful prov d. 
His Pray rs, his Int reſt, or his Gold had mov d. 
Undue Regards perhaps might warp a Male, 
But when a Lady holds the equal Scale, 

Then Jus ric is Herſelf, and cannot fail. 


To brand a F orger with his deſtin d Same, 


ö 
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A UN sag 


T O T Hil 


Right Hon the Earl of Oxford, 


WRITTEN 


Soon after the Lady Margaret Harley was 


Recovered from a FEVER, 
WT CowiEx to his native Iſle - 9 
\ Imported the Dix AN Song, 
And high as PIN DAR rais d n 
As bold and ſpirited and ſtrong, 
The Judging Few the Strain admire 
Unheard bein ide b 
And Ignorance condemns the Lyre 
Which only Learning underſtands. 
Not quite compleat the PozT roſe, 
| Inferior in his Numbers till ; | 
Rugged the rapid Torrent flows, 
* nothing limited but Will. 
| 1 | Th' au- 
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Th audacious Verſe no Fetters bind, 
But wild as Air and unconfin'd, 
He leaves the THE BAN Swan behind. 
Sacred to Devil-Gods the Sports 
That claim d the Gxzacian * | 
The BRTron truer Virtue courts, | be 
Yet, ah | his Lyrick Praiſe 


We find unworthy Objects ſhare, 
We meet Aſſaſſin BxuTus there, 7 
No ſmiling Murderer be here, | 


By whom the better Tyrant dies} 
But Faith and Conſtancy appear, 
And HaRLET's envied Virtue mY 
What Time ungrateful Party ſtrove 

T' inſult the Duſt of Anna dead; 

And Thunder of an earthly Jove 

Was pointed at his fearleſs Head: 
His Country's Love no Foes repreſs, 

No Cæs Ax threatning from afar, 


r More 
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More nobly valiant in his Peace, 

Than braveſt Veterans in their War.- 
Steady he ſteers the Commonweal, = 
Tho S——-x's Rage ordain'd to feel, 
And Fury of a Gvrscarv's Steel. 
Imperial Wrath intenſely burn 
C 7! ini angry Senates lowr j 
And mean-ſoul'd Faction Merit ſpurn 

With Inſolence of PowW r. 

80 Providence with gracious Care 
Rewards an Oxeox by his Heir. 
Hail, heav'n-born Piety | unknown 


Where mad Ambition taints the Mind: 


The Son uſurps his Father's Throne; 
The Father, by Reſentment blind, 
To Death or Bonds his Son conſigns; 
Both loudly pleading Publick Good : 
And oft th' unbaptiz'd Sultan ſhines 
In Purple of his Kindred Blood. 


| Mi. 
1%, 
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ee 
Can filial Jealouſy remove; 


d See Savor by his Son enchain d, 
4 Depos d from Liberty and Love. * 
Nor need we roam fo far to ſee 
Gay guilty glitt ring Great Ones fre: 
From Nature and from Piety. + 
Where Love the Balm of Life we miß, 

What Station can be bleſt? 
Nor higheſt Pomp affords us Bliſs, = 
Nor ſofteſt Pillows Reſt. 

If Love Domeſtick ſmiles not there, 11 7 
How poer the Garter and the Star! 
Unmingled Pleaſure, whence there ſprings - 
No Evil, Fate forbids below; 
Diſeaſes fruitful Autumn brings, 

Fevers in faireſt Sunſhine glow : 


The 
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The darling Offspring ſinks beneath 


A Fire wide-waſting through the Veins : 1 
And Terrors of a Daughter's Death 


Make happieſt Parents ſuffer Pains, * 5 


, © * * 1 
) II f : . | | 5 8 ö 
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Its Anguiſh either Breaſt conceal d, 
Proportion'd as the Fever grows, 

Throbb d as the vital Current ſwell d, 
And panted as the Pulſes roſe. 

Untented ſilent- wounding Smart, 


Mz av, who from Death can wrench the Dart, 


Could ne er yet reach it by his Art. 
1 
| ky each, the dreaded Danger paſt, 
Grateful their Hours employ, L 
To welcome coming Good, and taſte 
Viciſſitude of Joy. 
Joy, that may long as Life remain, 


And great as their forgotten Pain. 


{ K )' 
1 e ' 
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An Hymn on EasTER-Dar. 
HE Sun of Rightcouſneb appears, 
To ſet in Blood no more 
Adore the Healer of Your Fears, 
Your riſing Sun adore. 
| You: e te 
The Saints, when he reſign'd his Breath, 
| Unclos'd their ſleeping Eyes; 
f He breaks again the Bonds of Death. 
; Again the Dead ariſe. 
Alone the dreadful Race he ran, 
Alone the Wine: preſs trod, 
He dy'd and ſuffer d as a Man, 
He riſes as a Gop. | 
In vain the Stone, the +. the Seal, | 
Forbid an early Riſe, 
To him who breaks the Gates of Hell, 
And opens Paradiſe, 


An 
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An Hymn for Sunvay. 


6 
T HE Loxzp of Sabbath let us praiſe, 
1 In Conſort with the Bleſt; _ 

Who, joyful in harmonious Lays, 


Employ an endleſs Reſt. 
3 
Thus, Lonxp, while we remember Thee, 
We bleſt and pious grow ; 
By Hymns of Praiſe we learn to be 
T riumphant here below. 
II. 
On this glad Day a brighter. Scene 
Of Glory was diſplay d, d, 
By Gop th' Eternal Word, Eo when 
This Univerſe was made. 
7 3 
He riſes, who Mankind has bought 
With Grief and Pains extream; 


. + 


"Twas great to ſpeak the World from nou abt, 


"Twas greater to redeem. 


Hh. 


Dan 
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_— altering the PSALMS, to apply them to a 


CurisTIAN STATE, 
1 2 
H David CHRIS to come foreſhow'd? 
Can Chriſtians then aſpire, 
To mend the Harmony that flow'd 
From his prophetick Lyre ? 
1 
How curious are their Wits and vain, 
Their erring Zeal how bold, 
Who durſt with meaner Droſs prophane ID 
His Purity of Gold ! by 
His PsaLMs unchang' F the Saints s employ, 
Unchang'd our God applies; 
They ſuit th Apoſtles in their Joy, 


The Saviour when he dies. 
Let DAvip's pure unalter d Lays 

T ranſmit through Ages down, 
To Thee, O Daviy's Lord, our Praiſe, 


| To Thee, O Davrp's Son ! 
8 | III. Till 
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V. | 
Till Judgment calls the Seraph Throng 


To join the Human Choir, 
And Gop, who gave the Antient Song, 
The New one ſhall inſpire. 


4 * 
— — — ——_— — 


To a YounG Lapy, on her BIRTH-Dax, 
being the firſt of April 
C 
1 T Others write for By-Deſigns, 
I ſeek ſome Moral in my Lines, 
Which whoſoever reads mult bear, 
Or Great, or Learn'd, or Young, or Fair. 
Permit me then, with friendly Lay, / 
To moralize Your Ar RI Day. 
. 
Chequer' d Your native Month appears, 
With ſunny Gleams and cloudy Tears; TY 
Tis thus the World our Truſt beguiles, 
Its Frowns as tranſient as its Smiles; 
Nor Pain nor Pleaſure long will tay, 
For Life is but an Ar RTL Day. 
Hh 2 III. Health | 
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UI. 
Health will not always laſt in Bloom, 
But Age or Sickneſs ſurely cone 
Are Friends below d? why Fate muſt ſeize 


Or Theſe from Vou, or Vou from Theſe: 


Forget not Earneſt in your Play, 
For Youth is but an ArRIL Day. 
| OW. 
When Piety and Fortune move 
Your Heart to try the Bands of Love, 
As far as Duty gives you pow'r, 
Guiltleſs enjoy the preſent Hour; 
“Gather your Roſe-buds-while you may, 
For Love is but an APRIL Day. 
What Clouds ſoe er without are ſeen, 
Oh, may they never reach within! 
But Virtue's ſtronger Fetters bind 7 
The ſtrongeſt Tempeſt of the Mind: 
Calm may you {hoot your ſetting Ray, 


And Sunſhine end your APRIL Day p- 


* 
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The BoxDs-MEN: A 1 5 


r 
110 i 7 F 4 


Occafimed by .a Report, that ſome. Perſons had 
enter d into Bonds not to ſubſcribe for Books. 


PoRTIA. Tiere Ned you do h mich for Charity. | 
SHYLOCK. I cannot 92 99 it, tis not in the Bond. 


BBC r tl AXEASTE:, Jaw of Vanres 
|| Sing the Men, who with 'SusscarpriON fight, 
And Mercy i in one Inſtance baniſn quite; nan 0G 


Who legal Bonds,” as Fame reports, have fign d, 

For fear to Wit i in Want they ſhould be kind- 
Thoſe who with conſcious Prudence Writing hate, 
The Coxcomb: rattling with unmeaning Prate, 5 

The modiſh Ignorant, to Learning Foe, 
The odious Miſer, and the whiffling Beau. | 
Oh that my Verſe ſo nobly might ſucceed, , 
At leaſt with'thoſe Engagers who can read,. 
To make them cancel their inglorious Deed. © 

O Oxz0x»! human, gen'rous, and fincere, Ns 

Humble, not baſe, and ſtedfaſt, not ſevere; 
A while with no unwilling Ear attend, 1591 WK 
Thou poor Man's Patron, and Thou good Man's Friend; | 
| In 
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In Love of Letters truly Ox ronp's Heir, 

Whoſe Fame to future Times ſhall flouriſh fair, 
While Pros Wit in Poetry ſhall ſhine, 
And GSA BR ſhall be remember'd a Divine. 
The brighteſt Good ſtill brighter meets our Eyes, 
When heighten d by the Shade of Contrarics. 
S CavinvDisn, RALEOCR, Dzaxs, Theria's Dread, 
Seem yet more glorious when we view S---H--D. 
So when we Non-fubſcribing BoNDs-ME N blame, 
Een HakLey riſes into greater Fame. 

Firſt let his Face the paltry Miſer ſhow, 

Moſt to himſelf, tho much to all a Foe, 
Harden'd as Goalers, — 
Almoſt as lying Stateſmen impudent. L: 
How truly Wretches they | whom none can move 
To follow Duty, Dignity, and Love. | 
Muſt they receive? then Precedent is right, 
Then nothing juſter ſeems than Perquiſite : 
Muſt they disburſe ? they then deſire to ſtay, 
And want an Act of Parkiment — to pay 90 
All Learning and all Reading chey abhor, f 
Save Debtor and per contra Creditor. 

Shall 
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Shall Wights like theſe, ſorſooth, in Bonds engage, [1172 
To cure the vaſt Profufian of the Age??? 

No need of Bonds; in what unguarded Mood 

Did ever Griper deviate into Gd)“ 
If ſuch turn bounteous, as the Vulgar ſay, oo 
The King thall know it, nay the King ſhall pay: | 

Til ſtand engag'd the Sum ſhall ne er . oil 
Shall prove no Burthen to the Ciuil-Liſt. 
Theſe thwart each great, each chargeable pehgn: 

Hear them thus pleading for their Idol Coin; 

I think a free-born Barron ſhould preveny” 7 
This Tax, without an Act of Parliament: 
Beſides, tis ſquand ring upon Fools' our se, | 
For Men of real Wit are never poory/ 
Not that a Guinea I ſhould grudge! or two, 

But I muſt forfeit! Hundreds, if Ido.“ 

Denial flat might inward Thrift diſcloſe; 

But Writings: who can blame, or can es 5 

So ShyLocx old, by Love of Lucre e 

Pleaded the Bond by raſh ANT ox IO ſeal d; 

Nor Pray'rs nor Tears his fix d Refolve could none 

"He had an Oath, a facred Oath above: 


All 
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All by- regards he to his Vo poſtpon d,. 
He ſaw no Dram of Mercy in his Boril. 
If once the World a Counter-Bond had ſign d 1 
To treat theſe cautious Niggards in their Kind, 1572 bi 
No Breath till Verdict paſt, : they then could draw, - _ 
Nor taſte one Morſel, till twas judg d by Law. 
Such like for like might teach them to recant 
To pity, rather than to fall by Want. on 99029 Halle 
Like SHYLOCK trapp d, na more of Writings fond. 
When doom d to meerly Juſtice and a Bond. 
But now my Sang deſcend a little lower, 
From the poor Hoarder to the Spencler poor XS I aut]. 
Who nel er is full, but often overflow? 7 
Who ſcarce his Rent - Roll or his Inchme know 10. 
And minds not howrit mes, and marks not when it goes 
A Spirit free, by Rank ſuperior dauglit i 10 Hit J 190 
To ſcorn mechanick Drudgery of Thougt; 
Subſcribing. Sums his Silken Nurſe would drain, 
Which ſcarce his on Expences can maintain. 1 
Perhaps a Debt of Honour, muſt be paid. 
Perhaps a freſh Demand was lately leon 1 d wo) 
For four-legg'd Racer, or for two- legg d Jade. 
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For Pleaſure freely Charges he allows, 
But tis no pleaſure Learning to eſpouſe; 
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To call forth Worth which elſe had never ſnone, 


Unſeen and uſeleſs as the Mine unknown: 
Howe'er his Soul to ſquander may incline, 
Subſcription ſtill he waves for want of Coin : 
Authors, believe him, tho he ſwears tis fo ; 
If Gold you look for, to the Steward go. 

So when a Peace exhauſts the Publick Store, 
And our Imperial Diadem is poor, 

When needy Swarms for Alms or Penſions call, 
Tis vain, 'tis endleſs to regard them all: 


Odds-fiſh, quoth merry CyarLes, no Gold have I! 
With more Succeſs, my Friends, if You'd apply, 


Neglect the King, and court the Miniſtry. 


But why muſt Bonds be fign'd, to let us know 


That Men whoſe Rents are high, have Pockets low ? 


Methinks ſuch Obligations they might ſpare, 
But Beggars building Churches will forſwear ; 
Tho' ſtill ſome Reputation it may bring, 

T' appear for once to do a thrifty Thing, 


One Inſtance of their Prudence plain we view, 


Witneſs d and ftamp'd, it therefore muſt be true. 


I 1 


Since 
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| Since ne ler before they aim'd at ſeeming Wiſe, 
IIl here diſmiſs them till they ſeem ſo twice, 
The eonſcious Guilty next Diſcretion ſhow; | 
As Foes to Printing, Printing is their Foe ; * 
Who gladly would reſtrain the wicked Preſs, | 
But whom can Caution truſt with Licences ? 
Not that they any mighty Harm can ſee, 


Provided private Characters were free, 
In Hereſy bareſac d, or ſhocking Blaſphemy. 
1 ſaucy Pens the mortal Gods would ſpare, 
Of Heav'n above let Heay'n above take care: 
Theſe Dread each ſlight Remark, each diſtant Hint, 
It looks ſo like a Truth when tis in Print . 
| Beſides, a Secret told to Friends alone, 9 
Thus in an Inſtant through the World is blown : 
For tell- tale Books maliciouſly difplay | 
The Deeds of Darkneſs in the Noon of Day ; 
To future Times make Infamy deſcend, 
The baſe betraying of the truſting Friend ; 
The black Deſigns in various Forms purſu'd, 
The Whiſper treacherous and the Whiſper lewd'; 
The Spite that tries to blaſt the faireſt Bays, 
| The Envy pois'ning with malignant Praiſe. iy 
| ut 
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The Reaſons of their Hatred can rehearſe ? . 
Their num'rous Crimes I might recount as well, 
Or Tricks of Courts, or Bribes of Villains tell, 


Or Thouſands ſtarving when the Sourh-sz4 fell. 


Whate'er the open, the avow'd Pretence, 
Theſe hate all Authors out of Self-defence. 
The Caſe in ſpite of their Reſerve is plain, 


For who delights in Works that give him Pain ? 


As eaſy might the modiſh Debauchee 
| Rejoice in Pills, and doat on Mercury: 
But Dogs, the Proverb fays, by cruel Fate 
Hang'd on a Crab-tree, will the Verjuice hate. 
So when a buſy Wretch avoids Reſort, 
And changes City Noiſe for Country Sport; 
Whoſe Honour cannot ſcape Satyrick Lays, 
Nor whole Revenue buy a Page of Praiſe, 
Each ſtill-born Pamphlet he deſires to ſee, 

But always adds, Excepting Po ET Rv. | 

But Authors Their Subſcriptions may enſure, 

Who buy up Books by way of Furniture, 

No | theſe ifmpatient of foreſeen Delays, 


Their inſtantaneous Libraries muſt raiſe: 


I 1 2 
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But hold; what Length of Time, or Length of Verſe, 
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Theſe heed not Learning, and deſire not Wit, 

Be the Walls meaſur d, and the Pannels fit: 

What Claſs may beſt the curious Eye amuſe, 
They leave the wiſer Bookſeller to chuſe: 


5 5 Secure in him they value not the Charge, 


How wide the Margin, and the Print how large. 

Their Bulk aloft Gigantick TATLERS ſhow, 

SyPECTATORS into ſixteen Volumes grow. 

Tome after Tome, the Titles gilded, ſtare, 

And wire-drawn Conczeve's three Octavo's glare: 

Ev'n puny Twelves ſwell to enormous Height, 

And Sraxserar's monſtrous Quarto's glut” the Sight. 

Like fabled TiTyus ſtretch'd the PozrT lies, 

Enough to cover Acres with his Size. 

But thus no Patronage of Senſe is ſhow'd, 

They run no ſmalleſt Riſque of doing Good: 

Well pleas d a Toxsox ſhould their Bounty feel, 

Who not a Groat to needy Wit would deal, 

Would ſlight an ADDISON, and ſtarve a STEELE. 
The courtly Pratler muſt not want a Place, 

Or the Pedantick Foe to Pedants paſs, 

Who hold that Scholars muſt of courſe be Fools, 

And hate all Univerſities and Schools; 


| 
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For wiſe without it, they Inſtruction ſlight, 
And. curſe the Vulgar, if they read and write. 
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Since Writing therefore is ſo like a Clerk, 
They ſhould not ſign their Name, but ſet their Mark. 
To Fame by Not Subſcribing they aſpire : 

What Breaſt ſo mean that Glory cannot fire 
And if by this Renown they can obtain, 
>What Path ſo mean that will not Glory gain | 

Let Others turn their uſeleſs Volumes o'er, 

With idle Pains and Midnight Study pore ; 

Let Others tempt their Fate, and raſhly dare 

The Watches, Marches, Wants, and Wounds of War : 
Let others wand'ring traverſe Nature round, 
Theſe by meer ſigning are at once renown'd : | 

Tis glorious to prevent from ſeeing Light, 
The Books which they might ſpell, but never write : 
To pour on witty Want perpetual Scorn, 
And murder Authors, who are yet unborn. 
So, when a Wretch deſires a laſting Name, 
Inverted Glory and diſgraceful Fame, 
He bids th Eexxzs1an Virgin's Temple blaze; 
'Tis eaſy to deſtroy, but hard to raiſe; | 


Down 
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Down ſinks the Wealth of Kings, all As 14's Boaſt, 
The Work of Ages in a Night is loſt. 
The gentle Beau of Spite I muſt acquit, 

His Heart of Malice void, as Head of Wit. 
But one or two of real Worth have Sign'd, 
And Precedent quite ſways his little Mind, 
Perhaps he joins the Bond, from Meaning free, 
Meerly becauſe he likes the Company ; 
To ſhow his Ring ſo fine, or Hand ſo white, 
Or prove how like a Scholar he can write; 
Or for a Jeſt ſets down his Name beneath, 
And laughs to ſhow his Humour and his Teeth : 
But thinks not friendleſs Worth for this may _ 
And that 'tis hard to laugh, while others cry. 
80 Boys unlucky near a River's Side, 
Throw Stones at Frogs that o er the Surface glide, 
Till thus a moral Frog is heard to ſay, 
And gravely reprimand their cruel Play ; 

Children forbear, nor hu hurt the Guiltleſs thus; 
To You 'tis Paſtime, but? tis Death to Us. 

If gen'ral Ground theſe paltry Bonds had gain d, 
What Loſs the World of Learning had fuftain'd ! 

wo What 
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What Studies then had funk in endleſs Night 
Marralkz's long Labours ne'er had roſe to Sight: 
Oblivion's Veil might CHISsHULUs Travels hide, 
And even As14's Ruins might have dy'd. 
Had thus our Fathers thought, Mankind had loſt 
A Work as noble as the Realm can boaſt ; 
When Loyaliſts by Cxomws LLS bloody Hand 
Proſerib d, ſequeſter d, decimated ftand z 
Th' Heroick Suff rers dauntleſs Courage ſhow d, 
Printed the Sacred Oracles of Gop; 
Preſerv'd the Streams which from that Fountain run, 
Pure from the riſing to the ſetting Sun: | 
A Labour EUROPE emulates in vain, £3 
Which LEwIS ſaw not in his pompous Reign, 
Nor XIMENES with all the Wealth of Seain. 
By kind SUBsCR1PT1ON help'd, it roſe ſecure, 
Long, as the World twas made for, to endure. 

But left like that mad Judge we ſhould decide, 

Who hang'd the Culprit firſt, and after try'd, 
In even Balance be their Reaſons weigh'd ; 
e SuSE PTIONS are of late become a Trade.” 
Muſt we for this our Bounty difavow ? 


And muſt all Trading be diſcourag d now ? | 
«-'The 
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« The beſt are oft attended with Delay,” 
Sometimes the Work the Waiting will repay ; 
Sometimes 'tis caus'd by want of Friends alone, 


A Fault indeed there is, but i is your own. 


Some promiſe what ne'er was, and ne'er will be, | 
Without the Tongues all Sciences they ſee, 
And read Sir Isaac without Geometry. 

But if you credit broad apparent Lies, 

Blame not the Object, but condemn your Eyes. 

« You fear leſt Catalogues in proud Array 

« Your Rank ſhould blazon, and Your Wealth diſplay.” 
None worth Regard will print without Conſent ; 

Yet this no mortal Prudence can prevent, 

If ſerubby penceleſs Raſcals, dull and ſtout, 

With Heads of Lead within, and Braſs without, 

Can fill a Liſt, to ſerve their ſhameleſs Ends, 

With Men ne'er ſpoke to by themſelves or Friends, 
Then Second Payments ask ; in vain you ſtare, : - 
Since tho' You pay not, ſtill your Name is there. 

* Some gravely promiſe what they neer intend, 

e While others Party-Rage and Vice defend: 

Shall Madmen's Blaſphemies my Gold command, 


« Or HuxLoTuRUMBo wreſt it from my Hand? 


« Or 
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Or Slander falſe, or Treaſon mean and baſe? 

« Or Reams of Chit-Chat gainſt the STUazT's Race?“ 
No | let fuch Wretches meet your Scorn or Hate; 
Let NewGaTz or let BDLA be their Fate. 

But ſure an equal Medium may be ſhown, - 

Nor need we give to all, or give to none. 

Tho' righteous BonDs-MEN no Diſtinction "2M 

But ſtrike the Guiltleſs for the Guilty's fake ; 

Juſtice not Mercy is their Burden ſill, 

Juſtice, that ſtarves the Good to mend the Ill. 

For fear of Folly they from Kindneſs . 

A Crime far greater than the Fault they ſhun. 

80 a conſummate Knave in Others Eyes, 

In Self-Opinion politick and Wiſe, 

On his whole Species lets his Cenſure fall 

And all are falſe alike and Villains all. 

Through Fear of Truſting, by Diſtruſt deceiv d, 

As none believing, ſo of none believ d. 


But grant their light Excuſes heavy weigh, 


Grant more than they have Front or Wit to ſay; 
Alike in all things is their Conduct ſhown ? 
Or is their Thritt confin'd to this alone ? h 
K k I Have 
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| Have they cer ſquander'd Heaps of precious Ore 
To tempt ITALIA Sing-Song to our Shore? 
While tuneful Tofts to Roms from Bzxrrarn flies, 
And Corr there honour'd, here neglected dies? 
Have they e er waſted idle Sums of Gold, 
Ihe Craft of ſage FxeE-MASONs to uphold ? 
No matter whether Arts and Letters live, 
If Gloves they buy and Aprons they can give : 
No printed Volume they defire to ſee, 
But the Grand Hiſtory of Maſonry. 
Why muſt SusscRIrTTON all their Fury bear? 
Should nothing elſe their ſtrong Abhorrence ſhare ? 
Is this the One thing needful to their Care 
Let them a little caſt their Eyes around ; 

Is nothing elſe within GREAT-BRITAI x found, 
That loudly calls for and demands a Boxp? 
Have they engag d bright Honour to purſue ? 
Bravely to ſpeak, and gallantly to do? 
To make their Grandeur to their Conſcience bend, 
To fear no Threatning, and to {light no Friend? 
To let no Dunghill Filth their Boſom ſhare, : 
The Scoundrel Sharper, or the Strumpet Play'r ? 

| Firmly 
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Firmly their Country's Int reſt to promote? 
To buy no Suffrage, and to ſell no Vote? 
To bid in Judgment naked Right prevail, 
Nor Grudge nor Favour fink the mounting Scale ? 
Have they engag'd to throw a Die no more ? 8 X 
To ſend no Tradeſman weeping from their Door ? : 
Or enter'd into Bonds againſt a Whore ? | 
Have they, with gen'rous Indignation fir d, 
For Truth, for Juſtice, and for Faith conſpir d? 
When once all Vice all Baſeneſs is ſorſworn, 
Why then let poor SusscxirIox take its Turn. 


Ou PHILIP, the Aan 5 . 


From the Grams. 


Hu. reſt I pnilir on th boar Shore, J 
Who firſt to Battle led E MATHIAS PoWr, 8 


And dar'd what never Monarch dar'd before. 
If there be Man, who boaſts he more has done, 
To Me he owes it, for He was my Son. 


Ek: ADVICE 
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ADvice to One BY War about to LL rite, 


- avoid the 
Inmmralities of the Antient and Modern PotTs. | 


"FF ce to Writing You pretend, * ©1 
I Your utmoſt Aim and Study bend, 0 
The Paths of Virtue to befrienld, 
However mean your Dittj; 1121 
That while your Verſe the Reader ſaws: 13 
To Reaſon's and Religions Laws, 
None cer hereafter may have Cauſe 
2 To curſe your being wir. | 
bn M dal 50 nazi e 
No Gods or weak or wicked frign 
| Where fooliſh Blaſphemy i is plain ; 

"But Good to wire-draw from the oe LI 
The Critick's Art perplexes : g Jr od 1 K 
Make not a pious Chief forego N . 

A Princeſs he betray'd to Woe, 
Nor Shepherd, unplatonick; ſhow | 
His Fondneſs for Az xls. 


III. With 
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III. 
With partial Blindneſs to a Side, 
Extol not ſurly Stoick Pride, 
When wild Ambition rapid Tide 

Burſts Nature's Bonds aſunder: 
Nor let a Hero loud blaſpheme, 
Rave like a Madman in a Dream, 
Till Jovs himſelf affrighted ſeem, 

Not truſting to his Thunder. 

2 n 
Nor chuſe the wanton Ode, to praiſe 
Unbridled Loves, or thoughtleſs Days, 
In foft Epicurean Lays ; 

A num'rous melting Lyrick 33 

Nor Satyr, that would Luſt chaſtiſe 
With angry Warmth and Maxim wiſe, 
Vet, looſely painting naked Vice, 

Becomes its Panegyrick. 
V. 

Nor jumbled Atoms entertain 
In the void Spaces of your Brain; 
Deny all Gops, while VENUs vain 


Stands without Veſture painted : 
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Nor ſhow the foul Nocturnal Scene 
Of Courts and Revellings unclean, 
Where never Libertine had been 
Worſe than the Poet tainted. 
5 VI. 
Nor let luxuriant Fancy rove 
Through Nature and through Art of Love, 
Skill'd in ſmooth Elegy to move, F 
Youth unexperienc'd firing: 
Nor Gods as Brutes expoſe to view, | 
Nor monſtrous Crimes; nor lend a Clew | 
To guide the guilty Lover through 
| The Mazes of Defiring, 
Nor Sparrow mourn, nor ſue to kiſs, 
Nor draw your fine-ſpun Wit fo nice, 
That thin-ſpread Senſe like nothing is, 
Or worſe than nothing ſhowing : 
Nor Spight in Epigram declare, 10 
Pleaſing the Mob with Lewdneſs bare, 
Or Flattery's peſtilential Air 
In Ears of Princes blowing. 


VIII. 'Thro' 
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VIII. 
Through modern Ir ALY paſs down, 


In Crimes inferior She to none 


Through France, her Thoughts in Luft alone 


Without Reſerve proclaiming : 
Stay there, who count it worth the while, 
Let us deduce our uſeful Stile 
| To note the Poets of our Ifle, 

And only ſpare the Naming. 

1 
Sing not looſe Stories for the Nonce, 
Where Mirth for Bawdry ill atones, 
Nor long-tongu'd Wife of Barn, at once 

On Earth and Heaven jeſting : 

Nor, while the main at Virtue aims, 
Inſert, to ſooth forbidden Flames, 
In a chaſte Work, a Squire of Dames, 

Or PaRIDELL a feaſting. 

| wh 
Nor Comick Licence let vs ſee, 
Where all things facred outrag'd be, 
Where Plots of mere Adultery 
Fill the laſcivious Pages : 
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One 
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One only Step can yet remain, 


More frankly, ſhameleſsly unclean, 


10 bring it from behind the Scene, 


And act it on the Stages. 
| | XI. 


Nor make your tragick Heroe bold 


Out-bully Car AxNRus of old, 


While juſtling Gods his Rage behold, 


And tremble at his Frowning : 
Nor need'ſt Thou vulgar Wit diſplay, 
Acknowledg'd in Dramatick Way 
Greateſt and beſt; O ſpare the Lay 
Of poor OrHELIA drowning. 
XII. 


Nor dreſs your Shame in courtly Phraſe, 
Where artful Breaks the Fancy raiſe, | 


And Ribaldry unnam'd the Lays 
Tranſparently is ſeen in: 

Nor make it your peculiar Pride 

To ſtrive to ſhow what others hide, 


To throw the Fig-leat quite aſide, | 


And ſcorn a double Meaning. 


XIII. For 
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1 

Nor ever proſtitute the Muſe, 
Malicious, mercenary, looſe, 
All Faith, all Parties to abuſe; 

Still changing, ſtill to Evil: 
Make MaxIuIN with Heav'n engage, 
Blaſpheming $1G18MONDA rage, LL 
Draw Scenes of Luſt ; in lacks Age, ; 

Apoſtle of the Devil. = 95 
Deteſt 5 Holy Wit, 7 8 
A Rock where Heathens could not Slit: : 
Old To VE more harmleſs charm d the Pit 

Of Praurus's Creation; ; 
Than when th Adulterer was ſhow d 
With Attributes of real Gop: | 
But Fools, the Means. of Grace allow d. 

Pervert to their Damnation. 4x: 

f XV. 5 | 

Mingle not Wit with Treaſon we, 
To pleaſe the Rebel Multitude : | 
From Poiſon intermix d with Tan 

What Caution &er can ſcreen * i 

L1 Neer 


2 
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Ne er ſtoop to court a wanton Smile; 


POEMS 


Thy pious Strains and lofty Stile, 
Too light, let nor an ALM foil, 
Nor wy” Dove of Ve Ns. 
XVI. 
Such Blots 1 5 the tuneful Train, 
Whilſt they falſe Glory would attain, i 


Or preſent Milth, or preſent Gain, 


Unmindful of Hereafter. 
Do You miſtaken Ends deſpiſe © 


| Nor fear to fall nor ſeek to riſe, 


Nor taint the Good, nor grieve the Wiſe, 
To! tickle Fools with Laughter. U 
What cho with Eale you could aſpire | 
To VixciL's Art or Home's Fire; 5 At 
If Vice and Lewdneks breathes the Lie, 
If Virtue it aſperſes; 
Better with honeſt QuarLes compoſe 
Emblem, that good Intention ſhows, | 


Better be Bunyan i in his Proſe, 


Or STERNHOLD | in is Verſen 


P O E M = 6 


On the DEATH of 


Mrs. MORICE 


Wife to William Morice, Eſq. and Daughter 


of the Right Reverend Francis late Lord 
_ of Rocheſter. 


by nunc miſero mils damm 
Exilium _—_ 25 nunc alte vulnus adackun. 


N Fabling Song, my — Heart, os > * 

'Y But genuine Grief adorn the flowing Lay: 

In Numbers fuch as Friendſhip can inſpire, | 

Wail the loſt Daucurzx, and the living 81x ?⸗ñ 

Till flinty Breaſts refiſtleſs Sorrow know, . 

And melt reluctant at another's Woe z 

Till Party Zeal the Father ſhall deplore, 

And thoſe who hate him molt ſhall pity more. 
What Time the 87 r its Indignation ſhed, | | 

And lanc'd its ſecond Thunder on his Head 

When Nobles. judg d the well-defended: 6p 0h AT 

And Commons Care ſupply d defectiue LF; 

LI 2 | : Then 
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Then firſt the Wound relentleſs Fortune made, 
Which, feſt ring, ſecret on her Vitals prey'd. 
Guiltleſs ſhe pin'd, or wholly guiltles She, 

Or only ſtain d with Filial Piety. 

In vain might Friends to ſooth her Anguiſh try, 
No Friend a Father's Abſerice could ſupply ; G 

' No darling Children could afford Relief, | 
Nor Parent's Fondneſs heal the Daughter s Grief: 
No Sweets of Life ſufficient Balm could prove, 

Nor the dear Softneſs of a Wedded Love: 

The Pangs of Loſs unbated ſtill endure, 
She taſtes no Cordial, and admits no Cure. 1 
With Health-impairing Sighs, unſeen Decay, unn n 
She wears the {lender Threads of Liſe away: 
Nor Eaſe, nor Period can her Mourning nes 5016 
But the dark Shelter of the quiet GraoreGG 
So when ITaL1avs with deſtructive Skill. 
Or IxplAus rude in Good, but learn d i In Ile ors br. 
A fatal Draught ix ſor their ſecret Fe, 
Avoidleſs ſure, yet unſuſpected ſſo vm. 
The latent Death creeps, dn with meg . 
And mocłs the Antidotes of human Art: 
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80 imperceptibly the Work is done, 
That Nature half miſtakes it for her own. 

When inward fretting Grief had almoſt drain d 
Her ebbing Veins, nor much of life remain d, 
Each Hour her pious Pray'rs more ardent grow 
To meet her Exil'd Father once below. — 
Who e er the Hazards of her Health diſplay, 
Againſt their Purpoſe urge her ſpeedy. Way, - 

Leſt Death prevent her reaching GALLIAs Shore; 
That only Sting the King of Terrors bore. - 

Still pleaſing Hope her ſickly Limbs upheld, 
Weakneſs itſelf, by true Affection ſteel d, 
Diſtance, and Toils, and Dangers could diſdain, 
And Seas and Mountains were oppos d in vain. 
Riſe to her Wiſhes, riſe, propitious Gals 
And with new Swiftneſs wing the flagging Sails. 
What Sails can equal to her Wiſhes go? 4 
The Tide rolls tedious, and the Wind flies flow; "DP 
The penſive Days in heavy March proceed, | 
Time, ever-haſting, ſeems to ſlack his Speed: 
For Love too {low, for Life he flies too faſt, , 
And ev ry painful Hour forebodes che laſt. 


* 


S 

Long-ſwooning Faintneſs wakes her Conſort's Fear, 

And waneing Strength ſhews Diſſolution near. 

Her Soul unconquer'd yet, diſdains to part, 
And holds the Citadel of Love, the Heart; 

Determin' d ſtedfaſt not to ſeek the Skies, 

Till the dear Father bleſs her longing Eyes. 

In vain did Nature, ſpent, forbid her Stay, 

And Guardian Angels beckon her away: 

With frailer Fleſh th' immortal Spirit ftrove, 

Strong to delay the Stroke, tho not remove, 

And Death all conqu'ring yields a while to Love. 


So the brave TuzBan Curt, transfix d by Foes, 


(With whom BozT1a's Empire fell and roſe ) 
To Death, tho deeply wounded, ſcorns to yield, 


Till his lov'd Soldiers gain the well-fought Field; 


Then bids his willing Soul triumphant fly, 
And when his Vows are heard, conſents to dye. 
Behold T hey meet! fo Providence decrees, 


All ſhe defires on Earth, on Earth the ſecs: 


Her Terrors now are ceas d; ES Ne on 


Her Father's Daughter knows not how to fear. 
The long-fought Strife her Spirit now gave o'er, 
And ſought the Quiet that it ſhun' d before. 


The 


— 
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The Father bleſs d her e er to Heav'n. ſhe went, 
The Prieſt abſolv d the dying Penitent. 
But leſt She grieve for Sorrows not her own, 


And Nature's Yearning cauſe a ſingle Groan, 
He, ſelf- collected, check d th* aſcending Sigh, 
And ſpringing Tears commanded from his Eye. 
Mean while his aking Heart tumultuous ſtrove, 
With Grief deſpairing and paternal Love, 
Love in ly wounds him with diſtracting Woe,. 
Compels to feel it, but forbids to ſhow. 
His Voice unfault'ring, and his Looks ſerene; 
An outward Calmneks veils the Storm within. 
So when in Subterranean Caverns pent, 7 
The Winds hard- ſtruggling labour for a Vent, 
Direful, but ſecret, works the Mine below, 
Strong and more ſtrong th' impriſon'd Tempeſts grow: 
The Surface ſmiles, and verdant Fields _ 
Secure, and far from Danger as from Fer 
Not long; for inftant ſprings the breaking —— 
And ſcatters Waſte avoidleſs all around. | 
When Death had ſeal d her Eyes in ating Sietp,” 
And gave tir afflicted Father leave to weep, 
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In Words like theſe burſts his long-ſtifled Moan, 
(If any may be liken'd to his own). 

ce Is this the Healing of my former Care? 
This the fad Anſwer of continued Pray'r ? 

« No longer Space could angry Heav'n beſtow ? 
« And thus! thus only | muſt we meet below ? 
« Me to remoteſt Realms my Fortune ſends, 

“ Depriv'd of preſent, nay, of abſent Friends: 

« Tis fatal with my Woes to ſympathize |! 

« He dies who writes, as He who fees me dies! 
<« Nor cen This Exile ſeem'd enough ſevere, 

« To my loſt Country BrussE 1s roſe too near; 

« Nor Pax ls Walls theſe hoary Hairs can ſcreen, | 
« My Fate purſues me to the Bank of Szin! 
« Let it purſue | ſtill, ſtill could I withſtand 
*The utmoſt Fury of a mortal Hand. 

« But with reſiſtleſs Force the Vengeance flies, 
„When Gov inflicts the Pains and Penalties. 

« Yet, oh! had Judgment fall'n on Me alone, 

« Nor broke a Heart far dearer than mine own ! 
« The Arrow glancing pierc'd Her faithful Side, 
« For Me ſhe languiſh'd, and for Me ſhe dy'd ! 

My late ſole Stay 8 


But 


* ry ; 7 
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But hold — if Speech the Anguiſh may reveal, 

He only can deſcribe it, who could feel. 

Then ceaſe, my Soul, oh ceaſe the plaintive Tale, 
And where the Pencil fails Thee, draw the Veil. 
Vet, ſtill Himſelf let the Great Prelate know, | 
Still rais'd ſuperior to his Weight of Woe ; 

Inſtruct Mankind their I Load of Life to | bear, 
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Try'd, not forſook; one Refuge yet remains, | of 
So Nature's everlaſting Law ordains ; EINE, 
Which Stateſmen's Art * Soldiers wand debe, 
And mocks the Rage of keeneft Enemies; 3 "Bug 
Which kindly ſoftens the ſevereſt Doom, 8 
The Loſer's Conqueſt, and the Exile's Home: 999 ; 
To that ſure Refuge let him calmly fly, | 

And bleſs the glorious Privilege — — To Die. % 
Late may he land on that ſafe happy Shore, oY 
Where Loſs afflicts, and Pain torments no "more : 
There ſleep, from Grief and Hd releas d, 
And there the wearied F ather lie at reſt ; 

His Courſe well ended, Heav'nly Glory ſhare, 
And riſe triumphant to the laſt Great Bar. 
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ANACREONTICK, 
From HERBERT, | 


Ever tempt me to careſs 


Grief, diſguis d like Happpinek : . 
Earth to bleſs me wants the Pow r, 


Take my Reaſons i in a Flow'r : : 


Emblem of the Bliſs below ; 58 
Fair and ſweet, it yields Delight, 


If then all that Worldlings prize, 


Let the Roſe its Beauty ſhow, | 


ou ; 


To the Smell, and to the Sight ; . 

vet che Bloom i is quickly paſt, | 

Yet tis bitter to the Taſte. . 
Biting ends, and ſudden flies, 

Bear me, Friend, if 1 purſue 

Pleaſure otherwiſe than you; 

Say, that fairly 1 I oppoſe, E 

Say, my Anſwer i 18 — a Ros . 


POE M 8. 275 


A TA L E. 


12 Obſervers of Mankind, 
Aſſure us conſtantly they find 

A ſtrong Propenſity of Nature, 

Rooted in every human Creature, 

To do what otherwiſe they would not, 

When once forbid, becauſe n ſhould not. 
This Inclination, ſo perverſe, m 1 
Is laid by PaRTRI DE on the Star. 0 

Your Rakes, with Floods of Elocution, 
Charge it on Chance, or Conſtitution : | - 
And out-of-faſhion Folks believe 

It ſprung from Apam and from Evs. - 

But tho your Wits diſpute about itt. 
The Fact itſelf was never doubted) 2&1 leh 
This Truth t illuftrate, I have choſen 

One common Story from a Thouſand.” - - | 

Let Criticks at the Fable quarrel, - 
There's no Exception to the Moral. | 
M m 2 In 
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In Days of Yore ( no need to ſhow 
| How many hundred Years ago) 
A Pair there flouriſh'd, free from Strife, 
Who liv'd, indeed, like Man and Wife : 
Her Temper mild and ſweet, abhord 
| To ſcold and wrangle at her Board:; + - 
| When in a Fault her Spouſe ſhe found, 
dhe rarely, very rarely, frown'd. 
In ſhort, ſhe gave him not occaſion 
For half the Trouble and Vex ation, 
Which many a Hen-peck'd-keeping Varlet 
Endures moſt meekly from his Harlot: 
Next Door a Captain chanc d to ſhine, 
Whoſe Clothes and Equipage were fine; 
A young and wellaccompliſh'd Heir, 
Of gentle Blood, and Fortune fair; 
For ever at the Ladies Call, roo Or tur! 
To deal the Cards, or lead the Ball ; | 
To Squire them to the Church or Play, 
And Senſe. or Nonſenſe {ing or fay., _ 
This Youth ſometimes occaſion' d Pain 
Y our too happy Husband's Brain ; 


Yet 
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Yet of himſelf aſham'd, with Care 

He kept his Dreams from taking Air, 
Elſe every Goſſip in the Town 

Had roſe in Arms, and fac'd him down, 
She never knew in all her Life 

A Dame more virtuous than his Wife. 

Before the Wight was wholly freed 
From theſe Diſorders in his Head, 
Such Bus'neſs call'd him from his Houſe 
As ſcarce gave time to tell his Spouſe ; 
He would have inſtantly been gone, 
As being old enough, alone, 
But ſhe, good Woman | durſt not ſend him 

without a Servant to attend him: 

She kindly begs him not to ſtay, 
When Bulineſs was diſpatch'd, a Day. 
He promiſes, when in his Pow'r, 

He would not abſent be an Hour. 

Soon as conveniently they can, 

Up mounts the Mafter and the Man; 
When once ſet out, they travell'd faſt, 
Yet e er they half a Mile had paſt, 
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His Jealouſy began to riſe, 
Thought he, as being deadly wiſe, r 

This Captain now, behind my back, 

Addreſſes to my Wife will make: 
Tis true, I ſha'n't continue long, 
But She is Fair, and He is Young ; 
And if it once be done, 'tis plain 
It ne'er can be undone again. 
I own, I never yet could find 
Her Heart to Gallantry inclin'd ; 

But then, in ſuch a Caſe, a Man 
Can hardly be too careful — Jo nN, 
Go, bid your Miftreſs keep at Home, 
Nor ſee the CArTATIN till I come. 

Jous gallops back, but on his Way, 
Thus, with himſelf, began to ſay, 

And pray, where is it I am going ? 

And, what Fool's Errand am I doing, 

To make my Miſtreſs, for her Life, 

A faithleſs, or a ſcolding Wife ? 

At beſt ſhe'll wonder what he ails, | 

And fancy Tve been telling Tales; 


The 
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Tho ſhe is yet, I dare be ſworn, 
As blameleſs as the Babe unborn ; 
Perhaps to be forbid may tempt one, 
To wiſh for what one never dreamt on. 
TIl carry no ſuch Meſſage home, 
To cauſe my Maſter's Cuckoldom. 
Thus fearful of foreſeen Dilaſter, 
And much diſcreeter than his Maſter, 
| Reſolv'd full fagely, back he came, 
And frighted heartily the Dame, 
Who thought her Lord had come to Harm, 
And broke at leaſt a Leg or Arm; 
For JohN made twenty Hum's and Ha's, 
When queſtion'd what the matter was. 
He was not like your Servants now, 
But of Invention dull and flow ; 
He could not hammer out a Lie: 
The Lady ſtood impatient by ; 
What ails your Maſter? Tell me quick. 
He begs you would not — Can't you ſpeak ?: 
Not ride the Mas T1 ee till you ſee him; 
What | does the Fellow rave or dream ? 


— 


You are not ſure twas all he faid. 
Yes, indeed, Madam — is he mad ? 


Not ride the Mas Tire! What a Whim |! 
Who ever thought of riding him? 
Go back again from me, and pray, 


Defire he'd let you with him ſtay, 
Or find ſome wiſer Meſſage, Jo n u, 
Hereafter to employ you on. 


He went ; and Mother Nature now 
In Madam's Breaſt began to glow : 


She mus d; but ſtill the more ſhe thought, 
The leſs ſhe found the Meaning out. 
Not ride the Mas rIyy! Could it be, 


Merely to try his Sov 'reignty, 
When from her very Wedding-Day, 


She ne&er was known to diſobey? _ 
There muſt be ſomething in't to make 


Him ſend a Servant poſting back. 
She never heard of it before, 


Perhaps the Maids might tell her more ; 8 


For Maids, or thoſe that bear the Name, 
May ſometimes teach a wedded Dame. 


She 
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She thought the emptieſt of the Two 
Would ſooneſt blab out all ſhe knew; 
But BET T never TouskR rid, 

Nor heard of any one that did. 
Vex d at her asking ſuch a Ninny, 
She ſends her down to call up INN; 
But ſlyer JA x E could tell no more 
Than ſimpler BET TV did before; 
But ſtar d with all the Eyes ſhe had, 
And thought her Miſtreſs drunk or mad. 
Tho begg d, and ſtorm'd, and begg d again, 

Vet Prayers and. Threatnings were in vain; 
She might as eaſily have ſought 
To ſound the Bottom of a Plot ; 

Or, tho' a Woman, ta'en Occaſion 
T' enquire the Secret of Fxee-MASON, © 

And how, as Myſtick Lodge ſuppoſes, 
Duke WHARTON can ſucceed to Mos xs. 
No Diligence there wanting was, 
Yet ſo deplorable her Caſe, 
T hrough Servants obſtinate Denial, 

Nothing was left her but a Trial“ 3 

Nn | Who 
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Who ſhould the ſecret Fact betray? 
One Word herſelf ſhe would not ſay; 
What no one ſaw who ſhould reveal ? 
For ſure the Maſtift could not tell. 


Reſoly'd at length, ſhe calls him to her, 


And ſhutting carefully the Door, 


She clap d his Head, and ſtrok d his Side; N 


"Twas now no more than up and ride. 

Faſt by his Neck ſhe held, and thus 

Mounted her ſtrange Buczemaius; 

Nor found it difficult to get, 

Without a Stirrup, to her Seat. 
Tous xx, unus'd: to be beſtrode, 


Groan'd ſorely at the wicked Load. | ST 


And ftrove all Ways to diſencumber | 


His burden'd Shoulders of their Lumber ; 


Rear'd, and curvetted, and in fume, 


Trotted and gallop'd round the Room. 


But ſhe, who now or never thought 
To find her Husband's Meaning out, 


Firm, though without a Saddle, fat, - 


And clung as cloſely as a Cat. 


But 


But Fortune often ſpoils the Courſe, - 
Whether we ride on Dog or Horſe ; _ 
Under a Table crept her Steed, 
Threw her, and broke her addle Head. 

| Enrag d and ſurly, up ſhe got, 

Rail'd at her Husband for a Sot. 

When he return'd, She kept her State, 
Nor ſtirr d to meet him at the Gate. 

Up Stairs he went, and found her ill. 
Silent, ſhe frown'd, and ſullen ftill; 
But could not Scolding long refrain, 

Or take it in Poetick Strain: 
At length the Cloud that lowring hung. 
Burſt into Thunder of her Tongue z 

Like Lightning's Flaſh her Eye appears, 

And Rain fell plenteous in her Tears. 

See — what you made the Maſtiff do | 

Did ever any Man but you „ 

And on ſhe went; > but there's no need 

Of punctual telling all ſhe aid, 

An Extract may ſuffice: The Dame 

Full on her Husband turn'd the Blame. 

9 Nn 2 . 
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Stark ſtaring mad, he, to forbid it! 
She, a poor Innocent, that did it. 
The Man, who knew not what was done, 
Ran down amaz d, and fell on Jon x. 
Sirrah | what makes your Miſtreſs rave? 
What was the Meſſage that you gave; 
To break my Wife's Head ? Joan ys, 
I bid ber not the Maſtiff ride. N 
The Maſter furious gan to look, 
Jonx beg d one Word before he ſtrucck: 
Sir, had I charg d her in your Name, 5 


To ſhun the CAPTAIN eer you came, 
Doubtleſs the Caſe had been the ſame: 
Her Forehead broke Your Brow ſecures, © | 
Or elſe the Knobs had been on Yours. 


EPI 


EPILOGUE to CA TO. 

ID not You think old CaTo was in Jeſt, | 
| When ſeiz d by Sleep he ſunk to ſudden Reſt? 
| Surpris'd, his Spirits exhal'd with Heat of Paſſion, '. - | 

Could you preſage the fatal Alteration ? qv] 
How like Dramatick Hero did He fall, 
Becauſe the Play was done, — and that was ll 1 

Whom Caro murder'd, Czs4ar wilh'd to Wor 
He never ſlew a Roman' but in War... 

Nor Reaſon: did the ſurly ee 528 1 

Who dar d to die for Rome, but not to live. 

Then blame the haughty Sect of which he dyd, 
His ſtubborn. fullen. Philoſophick Pride: 
1 whence! ſuch ſad, ſuch dire Diſaſters riſe, 

We humbly hope the leſs ont may ſuffice. 

Our Youths and Virgins by their whole Behaviour: 

May claim the Fair-Ones and the: Lover s Favour : 

They nothing leſs: than Blood and Death deſigning; 
| Sink down to am' rous Chat and modern Whining. 

Let Criticks ſeek by rigid Rules to pleaſe, 
And quote their hard-nam'd Greek Evzieivss ; 
| Object. 
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Object, that Stoicks are forbid the Stage, 


* 
” F Ly 
ri 


Who thwart * "HE when they grieve or rage. 
If calm and ſtern, from anxious Paſſion fre, 
Their Characters they keep, they ſpoil the Tragedy: | 
Hard Lines! but Authors aſe, when gravel'd there, 
To fly for Shelter to the Beaux and Fair. 
Better a Thouſand Characters ſhould ſuffer, | 
Than any ſingle /Damiſel loſe 2 Lover. 
"Tis here, we own, our greateſt Merit lies 
We ſtrive to pleaſe, wo aim not to be wiſe. 1/51 
Vou ask not ſage Remarks on Courts or wy” 

But dying Soſtneſſes, and pretty Things. 
And ſpite of Senſe; if one we muſt remove, 
Which would the gay and beauteous diſapprove, 
And whieh'retain, the W 1890M or the Love? 


THE 
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| [ E T various Seaſons boaſt, their Pride, 
The SpRINOG with Flow YR Earth. . 


And AUTUMN ſhew her Fruits . corn; 
Theſe may demand a vulgar Lay, dau 1 r 
I ling of a DEGEMBER'S. Day. ib angfid bn 
| II. 

What Day my Joy ſhould rather moge 
Through the fair Circle of the Near il bn A 
Than that which gave my wedded Love. 84 

The Months in their Decline wia 1 
Not Avous with his Dog-Star Ry 
Can vye with this DrcEMDER W Wo iO 


II, No- 
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No Silks unpaid-for ruſtle here, 

Nor forcign Fripp'ry we import 

No Velvets or Brocades appear ; 

But, what few Birth-days ſee at Court, 
Friendſhip unbought and Love diſplay 
Their Beams on this De EMBER'S Day. 
Not ſharp and ever-during Pain 
Her cheerful Conftancy can __" 


From Toil inceſant to refrain, DIJQL £12 


To light her Duty or her Love: 
The Soul upholds he mould ring Clay, 
And brightens the DzcrMBzR's Day. . 

V. 
Obſervant of the Orphan e Tear, 

And heard ning to the'Wreteh's Groan, 10 
T be Lives of others holding dear, L197 3803 it 

But ſtill regardleſs of her ]; 
Throughout the Year what N umbers may 
| Rejoice for this DEOEM BERU Day, | 


PO EM 8. 289 
VI 


If either InD1a we could gain, 
The Wings of Time we could not bind; 


What living Miniſters obtain, 
And dying Miſers leave behind, 


Could never bribe our Vouth to ſtay, 
Or keep off the DECEMBERS Day. 
When froſted o er with Ages Grey, 
From Guilt exempted and from Pain, 
Long may She eaſy live and gay 
Nor ſpend a fingle With in vai, 
Back to recall the by-paſt Mar, 
Nor mourn for the DzczmBzr's Day. 
| a 
Long may She happy reſt below, 
F'er call'd to happier Reſt above; 
Diviner Life prefer d to.know, 
And Raptures of ſublimer Love; 
Where Time can never Bliſs impair, 
For no DECEMBER will be There. 


O o 
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ANACREONTICK, 
On parting with a little Child. 


D EAR, Farewel, a little while, 

Eaſy parting with a Smile; D bod 
Ev'ry Object in thy Way | 
Makes Thee innocently gay ; 
All that Thou can'ſt hear or ſee, 
All is Novelty to Thee. | 
Thoughts of Parents left behind 
Vex not yet thine Infant Mind 5; _ 
Why ſhould then their Hearts repine? 
Mournful Theirs, and merry thine. | 
Tis the World, the ſeeming Wiſe, 
Toil to make their Children riſe ; 
While the Heir that reaps their Gains 
Thankleſs thinks not of their Pains. 

| Sportive Youth in haſte to live 

—_ Heeds not Ills that Years may give: 
Age in Woe and Wiſdom grey 
Vainly mourns for them that play: 
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On the DEATH of the 
Right How. HxxxTETTA Counteſs of Orrery. 


Hile the full Breaſt frells with unutter d Woe, _ 
While Tears guſh genuine, tho forbid to flow; 
While the ſtol'n Sigh the deep Diſtreſs reveals, 

The Friend, the Lover; and the Husband feels; 
While Orphans ſcarce their Parent loſt deplore, 
Whoſe Age, the leſs it mourns Her, wants the more: 
Late, at her Tomb, a diſtant Bard appears, 

With faithful, fruitleſs, ſympathetick Tears; 
Nor asks a Muſe's Aid: nor needs there Art 

T' expreſs the Anguiſh/of a bleeding Heart. 

How / ſoon the mightieſt earthly Bleſſings paſs | ! 

She was — What now avails'us that She was ? 

Mature for Heav'n, cer Life had reach'd its Noon; 

For Earth, at Sey'nty, She had dy d too ſoon © | 

She Goſpel Truth, with ſteady Faith, believ'd, - - - 
And liv'd the glorious Doctrine She receiv d: 1 
Her pious Breaft glow'd with Devotion's Fire, 
Whoſe Flames, © the more they tremble, mount the higher. 
Spotleſs, as Infant Souls, her Life She ſpent, 
Yet humble, as the proftrate Penitent. 
0092: -: Not 
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Not puff d by Rank, deſcended or ally d, 
She ſeem' d to wonder what was meant by Pride; 
Which, boaſting Blood, degrades the nobleſt Veins; 
Which, boaſting Virtue, ev'ry Virtue ſtains. | 
| Here Honour pure, with tend'reſt Softneſs join'd, 

| Softneſs, tranſcendent in the ſofteſt Kind; 
in Fortune found its keeneſt Rage repreſt ; | 
The Darts might reach, but ſcarcely wound her Breaſt. 
So Balls in yielding Wool fall gently down, | 
That tear reſiſtleſs through a Rock of Stone. 
Sore was the Storm | Let Mem'ry ne'er report 
How long the Tempeſt, and the Calm how ſhort | 
When Fever's Fire rag d in her Conſorts Blood, 
And drove to dang rous Height the vital Flood, 
Lo! at his Side her conſtant Duty lies, : 
And Love, till fearful, watch'd with ſleepleſs Eyes. 
Almoſt o erpower d, till Nature, weary grown, 
| Had, for a dearer Safety, loſt her own. 

Hail, wedded Love | by gracious Gop acfign d 

At once the Source and Glory of Mankind |! 
Tis this; can Toil and Grief and Pain aſſuage, 

Secure our Youth, and dignify our Age; | 
Tis 


POEMS 29g 

'Tis this, fair Fame and guiltleſs Pleaſure brings, | 
And ſhakes rich Plenty from its brooding Wings; 
Gilds Duty's rougheſt Paths with Friendſhip's Ray, 
And ſtrews with Roſes ſweet the narrow Way. 
Not ſo the Harlot — if it lawful be 
To mention Vice, when praiſing Chaſtity — 
Not ſo the Harlot plights her venal Vow, 
With Heart obdurate, and Corinthian Brow, 
She fawns unfriendly, practis d to beguile; 
Stings while ſhe weeps, and murders in a Smile. 
Fame, Peace, and Virtue, The at once deſtroys, 
And damns, moſt ſurely, whom ſhe moſt enjoys. 

Too oft the Rich their Alms refuſe to ſhow'r,. 
Or put off Mercy to their lateſt Hour: 
Too oft the Great Affliction ſcorn to:know ;; _ 
Strangers to half their Species here below.. 
But OR RERY, with penetrating Ray, 
Through darkeſt Diſtance found Her willing Way :. 
Where-e er the Pris ner pin d, with fruitleſs Moan, 
To Hearts far harder than the circling Stone; 
Where- e er the Widow wept in vain. for Bread, 
The Merchant bankrupt, or the Sailor dead.; 


Where- 
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Where: e er the Orphan, friendleſs Wretch, complain'd, 

Who feels the Woes he ſcarce can underſtand ; | 

Where-e'er the Sick were deſtin'd to ſuſtain 

Hunger and Cold, and Solitude and Pain ; 

Where-cer the Poor groan'd at th' Oppreſſors Feet, 

Bore down and trampled by the lawleſs Great; 

With gen' rous Charity behold Her fly, 

Each 11! to foften, and each Want fupply: 

Not meaneſt Objects 'fcap'd her daily Care, 

She ſaw, and rev'renc'd, a Redeemer there. 

So faireſt Cherubs left their heav'nly State, 

When a loath'd LAZ AR languiſh'd at the Gate ; | 

T' attend his Death they ſtoop'd with ready Wings, 

Courtiers and Fav rites to the King of Kings. Inc 
When Goy's high Summons bade her Virtue try 

That one great Bus'neſs of Mankind, to die, 

No conſcious Doubt her parting Soul diſmays, 

No Guilt of idle or of il|-fpent Days: 

There the ftill Calm of Innocence appears, 

And glorious Hope th' expiring Chriftian cheers, 

Welcomes the Hour that ends Her worldly Toil, 

And greets the King of Terrors with a Smile. 


Love's 


| 
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Loves ſtronger Flame, when vital Heat retir' d, 

A while, with Warmth, her dying Breaſt inſpir d: 

An Husband, Parent, Child, her Soul detains, 

And ſtops the Chillneſs in her ebbing Veins; 

To theſe, ev'n then, ſome pious Thoughts were givn; ; 

Theſe ſtay d th aſcending Spirit from its Heav'n. 

O!] who ſhall now the Orphan's Loſs repair ? 

Whoſe Arm ſhall claſp them with a Mother's Care? 

Who now ſhall form their Minds with heay'nly Truth, 

And guide the heedleſs Violence of Vouth; 

Warn them to ſhun the World's deluſive Snares; 

Teach by her Life, and guard them by her Pray'rs? 
Forgive me, BOYLE, if deeply I bemoan 

The Lot, that ſoon, too ſoon, may prove my own! 

Io part! — O bitter Fruit of Sin — To part! — 

Pain, beyond Language, to a faithful Heart! 

No more to meet | the Bliſs for ever oer 

What Love can bear the Thought — To meet no more |. 

Yes, Love Divine your Soul may yet ſuſtain, 

And lead, in ſpite of Death, to meet again; 

May bid You both, your Grief for ever oer, 

In endle 5 Chry meet — to part no more. 


To KiTTY, a Poetical Toung Lad). 


I. 
D AR KIT TYI now my Counſel take, 
| Now is the dang'rous Seaſon ; 
If not, admit the Rhime to make 
Atonement for the Reaſon. 
IL 
Take heed, leſt Affluence beguile, 
Leſt Pride ſhould over-pow'r ye, 
Now kinder Fortune ſeems to ſmile, 
With Proſpect of a Dowry. 
| III. 
If cer in other Sphere you move, 
And higher Life appear in, 
Take heed the Station does not prove 
The worſe for KIT T's wearing. 
1 - 
If from Simplicity You range, 
If Shew and Form controll Ye.. 
Your Charms to Uglineſs you'll change, 
Your Prudence into Folly. 


V. For 
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V. 
For Affectation looks ſo foul, 
When Man or Maid it ſeizes; 
That neither then the nobleſt Soul, 
Nor faireſt Body, pleaſes. 
= 
Whoe'er to play the Coxcomb's Part 
By niggard Nature's driv'n, 
May Pardon find ; but Fools by Art 
Can never be forgiv'n. - 
N VII. 0 
Remember You, for Others will, 
That Woman is a Creature, 
Of Flatt'ry vain, expos'd to Ill, 
And doubly frail by Nature. 
VIII. 


Should ſhe for Art and Learning go 


Applauſe and Glory wooing, 
On lofty Verſe her Time beſtow,,.. 
As You may now be doing ;. - 


- — 4 ! 
Yet ſtill, to rule her Houſe aright.,.. . .: .-/ 


Would better far become her, 
ie Pp 
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Than: 
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Than to ſurpaſs the nobleſt Flight 
In Mil rox or in Home, 
X. 


What tho her Youth may Hearts engage, 


ler Bloom will quickly leave her; 
The certain Spoil of coming Age, 
If ſeaping from a Fever. 
KI. 


What tho her Wit ſhould never fail? 


How few will long endure her ? 
The Ship that Ballaſt wants, oy Sail 
Is + overiet the ſurer. N 
Who jeſts alike on Friends and Foes,” 
With Raillery all retorting ; 5 
Her Folly ſhe in Earneſt fhows, 
And only Wit in Sporting. TT 


» * % g ; 
- 44 4 x «% © — 7 

| XIII. ( . 

18 * 


"Tis hard to govern witty Spleen 7 3 


Time, Perſon, Place, be choſen : 


"Tis more one Satyr to keep i in, 
Than tis to make «Thouſand. 7 


XIV. Suppoſe 
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XIV. 
Suppoſe a Damſel, unconfin d 
By Decency or Duty, 
Exulting in her haughty Mind, | 
With Riches, Wit, and Beauty: 
Her Treaſure, more than Miſer's Eye 
By SouTH-SeA aim'd at getting, | 
Enough all forfeit Land to buy, 
Nay all the Land of BRITAIx: 


A CrRVETIAND for her Beauty nam'd, | 


q Than DoxchESTER more witty 5 
For Learning more than ELSTOB fam'd, 


For Poetry, than KITTY: 
If ſhe does nought but ſwell and brag, 
| Her Talents have undone her ; 
The Wiſe will fly her like the Plague, 
The Tokens are upon her. 


'Yy @- 


XVIII. What's 


* 


What's Beauty, Wealth, and Wit beſide ? 
Nor God nor Man will love her; 

For tho' ſhe were an Angel, Pride 
Will make a Devil of her. 


On the Statue of Alexander. 
From the GRE ERK. 
YSIPPUS Art can Braßs with Life inſpire, 
Show ALEXANDER Features and his Fire; 
The Statue ſeems to ſay with up-caſt Eye, 


Beneath My Rule the Globe of Earth ſhall fe; 


Ou XERX ES. 
H I'S March, whom. o'er main Land his Navy bears, 
Who walks o'er Ocean, changing Nature's Ways, 


The Mans of Szazra with three hundred Spears 
Obſtructs; bluſh, bluſh, ye Mountains and ye Seas. 


THE 


T H E 
I LI AD in a Nutſhell: 
HOMERs BATTLE 
OF IHE 


FROGS and MICE 


Illuſtrated with N OTES. 


Age, queſo, 

Tu nihil ; in magno doctus reprendis Homero ? Ho. 

Theſe are the Divine Boldneſſes, which in their very Nature provoke 
Enorance and Sbort-ſigbtedneſs to ſhew themſelves. Povt's Notes. 


I will not only ſhew the Feats they do, 
But give you all their Reaſons for 'em too. 


Prologue to the REHEARSAL, 


— 6, 
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10 the Right Honourable | 


E: i A, M 2 5 
' Lord £ iſ count Limerick." 


My LORD, 

Tal 5 Your Loxpsghe does not eſteem it any Accom- 
pliſhment to forget whatever Vou learnt at the 
UNIVERSITY, I hope it is no Preſumption to 
inſcribe to You. the following | [Pozw, tranſlated 
from the GEEK: : Your Lok DSsHIT will be a Judge, how 
much Latitude it is done with, as well as how far that Li- 
did pardprable.. - LIEN) on: 

HOoMuER is by a N bold Men faid to have many Faults: 
But moſt of the Criticks inſiſt upon it, that where ever any 


ching like an ors e in that great Author, the Blame 
is to bg charg d wholly upon the Reader: 
Mor i is it Ho! M 5 R E but We that dream. 


I have 


DEDICATION. 


I haye endeavoured to take in as many of bis diſputed 
'1 Beauties as my Plan would admit, eſpecially his Machinery, 

which I doubt not will be highly 9 to all the Admirers 
of the Marvellous. 

It is needleſs to attempt a SI Encomiam of the Ori- 
ginal, which is perhaps the beſt as well as oldeſt Burleſque in 
the World; ſince the III a, ſo neceſſary for underſtanding 
the Intention of it, is now in every Engl; ;/þ Reader's Hands, 
and as much faid for it as perhaps the Wit of Man can 
urge, Si Pergama dextrd defend # poſſent. But howſoever 
this faint Imitation may be received by the World, my 
Experience of Your LORDSH IT'S Friendſhip aſſures me no 
" Trifle will be unacceptable to You ; which gives me an 

Opportunity of declaring Myſelf, with all — and 

Gratitude, 8 
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B AT FE 


GB ˖ 
FROGS and MICE. 


q I. 
OUR Aid, Ye Heav'n-born Muszs, hither bring, 
Who ſung the wandring Gzzzx and ILium's Wars, 
Hard Argument for mortal Bard I fing, 
The Sport tumultuous of Revenger Mas. | 


Verſe 1. Your Aid) Boſſu acquaints us the Invocation is neceſſary, . becauſe 
the Poet reports what he cannot be ſuppoſed to know, if ſome Deity had not 
inſpired him; not that the Muſe ſignifies any thing elſe, but the Qualifications 
requiſite to Poetry, 

Ibid. Muſes] The Poet, to win the Attention of the Reader, and warning 
us he is about to relate ſomething ſurprizing, invokes. not one Muſe, but the 
whole Number. 

v. 4 Mars] As the Invocation is addreſſed to the Gods, ſo the Propolition 
mentions them, and the Narration is full of them; and they occaſion the Mar- 


velous in Epick : Boz. 
Qq How 
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How Mics renown'd with Fxocs a War maintain d, 5 
For Fame, for Vengeance, and for Empire ftrove, 
While each Side ſternly ſought, yet neither gain'd 
The hard-fought Field : 1 Sky-ruling Jovs 
In equal Balance pois d their Fortunes long; 
Dire Arms, and Wounds, andDeaths ſhall fill th advent rous Song. 
8 = 3 £5. 
Scap'd from GRIMALEIN's cruel rending Claws, 
A thirſty Mouſe ſought the refreſhing Flood ; 
His Whiskers, downy Beard, and weary Paws, 
With liquid Sweet delighted, he bedew d. 
Him thus accoſts a native of the Streams, | I5 
O Thou from foreign Realms arriving here, 
With Truth, for Truth the Virtuous well beſeems, 
Thy Name, thy Nation, and thy Rank declare; 
My deſtind Gueſt, if Thee I haply fee, 
A Gueſt for Monarchs fit, and not unworthy Me. 20 


= {4 + Tove) He has as much to do in the Commonwealth of Hop, as the 
States of Homer, witneſs his appointing Kings over the Frogs. 19. 


Ver. 9. Ballance] Aiſcbylus wrote a — upon Fupiter's Scales, and 
Virgt copied them. 

Ver. 15. Him thus accofts) A Frog may as eaſily be ſuppoſed to ſpeak as 
Xanthus the Horſe of Achilles : Indeed the Eupopea aſſumes a Liberty very like 
that of Æſop. The Diſcourſe pa gone and ATolus, and what Neptune ſaid 
to Zephyrus and Boreas, have as little Truth and Probability as the Incercourlc 

between the — and . Mouſe. Boſſu. 


III. Me 


i ot 
Me to Great PzLEzus, on the Banks of Po, 
The fair KYD ROM ED Us A joyful bore ; 
Me for their Lord theſe watry Regions know, 
And ſlime-born F Roos revere my dreaded Pow'r ; | 
PHYSIGNATHUs my Name, reſounded far, 25 
Thee too, when firſt at near Approach I view d, 
Thoſe Arms uncouth, and Limbs deſign'd for War, 
The Prince, the Stranger, and the Warriour ſhew'd : 
Thy Perſon ſpeaks thee Great, tis regal all, 
Thy Port and Mein auguſt, thy Stature comely tall. 30 
The Stranger anſw'ring ſpake, Ps 1c HñARKTAX I, 
To Gods and Men throughout the World am known, 
Where-e er or Foot can tread, or Wing can fly. 
And is my Name unheard by Thee alone? 


Ver. 21. Me] Self- Commendation is very common in Epick Heroes; and 
Virgil makes Aineas ſay of himſelf, Sum pius. 

Ibid. Peleus) A Name from Mud. The Father of Achilles was ſo called. 
| Thid. Po,] There were three Eridani, one in Heaven, another on Earth, and 
a third in Hell: That on Earth is here intended. 

Ver. 22. Hydromeduſa] A Ruler in the Waters. 

Ver. 25. Phy/ignatbus\ One who ſwells his Checks. 

Ver. 30. tall.) High Characters ſhould be plac'd upon Bodies of the largeſt 
Size, and fineſt Make: Boſe, 


Ver. 31. P/icharpax} One who plunders Graineries. 
Qq 2 1 
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By either Parent I of Monarchs ſpring ; 35 


Divine TROXARTES is my Royal Sire, 


LE1cnoMylLs the Daughter of a King 


Maternal Honour claims 
Unparallel'd for wondrous Beauty ſhe, 
Matchleſs for ſcepter d Rule and wide Dominion He. 40 
3 
But fince on ſolid Land I place my Blis, 
Since Thou in Lakes or Marſhes doſt remain, 
Can Friendſhip ſpring, where Likeneſs none there is ? 
Likeneſs, the ſureſt Link of Friendſhip's Chain. 
Rich Meats my nicely-judging Palate pleaſe, 45 
And Boards where choiceſt Delicates abound ; 
The creamy Curd, the roughly-coated Cheeſe, 
The well-fill'd Salver, beautifully round: 
Delights of Man, and honey'd Cakes I love, 
Ambroſial honey'd Cakes, Food for Saturnian Jovs. 50 
3 
| What Man's inventive Luxury could find, 
Have I unbought by Gold or Sweat enjoy'd ; 


Ver. 36. Troxartes] A Bread-eater. 

Ver. 37. Leichomyle) A Licker of Meal. 

Ver. 38. Maternal Honour claims —] The Hemiſticks of Virgil have been 
much admired by ſome. yery learned Criticks, who ſeem to be of opinion, 
that a Verſe is oftentimes the more perſect, the leſs tis finiſhed. 


Nor 
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Nor yet could Pleaſure's Charms unnerve my Mind, 


In Acts of famous Chivalry employ d: 
When gainſt my Foemen I advance my Spear 

Oppoſing to their Ranks my ſev'nfold Shield, 
I teach the Victor Warrior how to fear, 

And hardy Vet'rans to my Proweſs yield; 
Nor ſhun I deadly Danger's glorious Sight, 


Higheſt in Pow'r and Rule, and foremoſt in the Fight. 


VII. 

Not Man himſelf, not Giant Man I dread, 

But frequent to his Couch undaunted creep; 
Inſult triumphant o'er his pillow'd Head, 

Aſſail his Hands, and interrupt his Sleep. 
By Force unaided, he by ſecret Train 

To work my Fate, his wily Engine bends ; 
Where profer d Banquet covers certain Bane, 

And Death inſidious from a Wire depends. 
My Steps with hoſtile Ken GRIMALEIN eyes; 
At me, with Talons arm'd, the Bird of PAL as flies. 


— 


3 
Ver. 70. Bird of Pallas] This was the antient Emblem of Wiſdom, as it is 


309 


35 


60 


70 


the modern one of Folly. It is unaccountable that this Paſſage ſhould be left 
without any Explanation in the Firſt Edition; for many a Fine Gentleman 


knows nothing of Pallas, but would preſently be acquainted with this Bird, 


when told in plain Engliſh, tis an Owl. 


VIII. G R. 1— 
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VIII. | 

GRrIMALKIN moſt, ſo JovE ordains, I fear, 

Of ELIMOUs ER fierce the fiercer Son ; 
Whoſe Malice ever watchful, ever near, 

| Retir'd to chinky Labyrinths, I ſhun : 

Impervious Creeks ſecure Retreat afford. 75 

Your foreign Fare incurious I deſpiſe, 
The wat'ry Radiſh, and th' inſipid Gourd, 

And taſteleſs Greens, which Frogs amphibious prize; 
Danger might Change enfue ; my preſent State 


Unenvy'd let me keep, nor envy Others Fate. 80 
PRVYSIGNAT Hus half ſmiling, ſoft reply d, 
Thy Princely Virtues thou haſt largely told, 
Thou ſeem' ſt in Meats to place peculiar Pride, 
Land- bred, deſpiſing what the Waters hold. 


Ver. 71. / Jove ordains, ] Innumerable are the Inſtances of Warriors charg- 
ing their Fears upon the Gods; nothing leſs than Immortals ſhould ever ſtop 
a Diomede or Ajax. The like Excuſe is uſed even by the Gods themſelves, in 
favour of Offenders ; 

Mon tibi Tyndaridis facies inviſs Lacænæ, 

Culpatuſve Paris 

Ver. 72. Elimonſer] The Word Cat being very familiar, is avoided as too 
low. It is requiſite alſo to inform the Curious, that not only Elimouſer himſelf, 
but his Son Grimalkin was of that Species: for without this Caution, he might 
de thought of a different Kind, which is very frequent in Poetry, witneſs 
Fupiter and his Offspring Sarpedon, and many others. 


Am- 
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Amphibious Fx o Gs can greater Wonders ſhow. 8 5 
If now thou lift a Journey new t aſſay, 
Countries remote and Manners ſtrange to know, 
Paſt without Peril is the wat ry Way: 
Plac'd on my Back, Thou may'ſt ſecurely ride, 
While I with skilful Strokes diſpart the yielding Tide. 90 
* 
He ſpoke; his Shoulders low the Monarch bends, 
Ps1cHaRPax, claſping cloſe his ſlimy Neck, 
The profer'd Seat light-vaulting ſoon aſcends, 
And rides triumphant oer the Subject Lake. 
While yet the Banks, receding by degrees, 95 
Not quite conceal'd in riſing Waters lay, 
The Swimmer's Guiſe uncouth well-pleas'd he ſees, 
Whoſe Art and Strength united win his Way. 
High o'er the {ſwelling Waves his Limbs were ſpread, 
Floated his Boſom prone, upheay'd his dewy Head. 100 
Soon as his native Land appear'd no more, 
The trembling Mouſe ſhook with unwonted Fears : 
It booted nought his Raſhneſs to deplore, 
Or ſhed with ill-tim'd Grief repentant Tears : 
| Wich 
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With ſtricteſt Gripe he clings, with ſhrilling Plaints 105 
Lamenting loud, the diſtant Shores he fills; 
His Fear- ſick Heart with Throbs unuſual pants, 
Approaching Death his Soul with Horror thrills. 
To Gods ſupreme he ſends his ſuppliant Pray'r, 
Whoſe unavailing Sounds are ſperſt in idle Air. 110 
5 1 
As erſt EUROPA, on Phenicia's Strand, 
Was mounted ſportive on Saturnian Jovs ; 
When ſwift th' enamour'd Bull forſook the Land, 
Bearing to diſtant Crete his Freight of Love: 
She wail'd her Country loſt, nor hop'd Return, 18 
For inſtant Death the riſing Surges threat; 
With trembling Hand ſhe graſp'd his bending Horn, 
High from the Waves ſhe ſhrunk her quiv ring Feet; 
Ver. 110. Whoſe unavailing Prayers of good Men are commonly ſucceſsful 
in Epick ; but P/icharpax had been guilty, of great Indiſcretion, to hazard his 
Life tor mere Curioſity. — It is obſervable, there is not one Simile in the Poem 
to this Place, which is above a ſeventh Part of the whole. Dr. Clarke, who ſeems 
as good a Critick as a Divine, points out the ſame Beauty in the firſt Liad. 
"Tis true, Mr. Addiſon declares he ſhould hardly have thought the worſe of it, 
if it had as many as the firſt Æneid However, it could not then have been fo 
ſimple; nay, perhaps it might have been more ſo ſtill, had the Poet left out two 
Words, wherein he compares Phæbus to the Night, and Thetis to a Milt. 
Ver. 111. As ert] Some ſay Homer has given the Gods ſuch Manners, as 


turn them into mere Swine: Baſu. Here Jupiter is changed into a Brute 
indeed, but into one of a nobler Specics, tho' in 1 Manners, it muſt be owned, 


gd to Laſciviouſncls. 
Shrieking 


POE MS. 313 
Shrieking unheard; nor Object meets her Eyes, 
Save broad and boundleſs Seas, and wide expanded Skies. 1 20 
XIII. 
So far d the Prince whom o'er th' extended Lake 
Lightfoot PRxLIDES on his Shoulders bear, 
When lo! tremendous Sight! a creſted Snake, 
Whoſe blood-ſhot Eyes glar'd terrible from far. 
Erect, with Scales of Gold his Boſom glow'd, 2411 
While far behind his waving Wreaths extend, 
The Frog, unmindful of his Godlike Load, 
Deſerts diſmay d his newly-choſen Friend, 
His deſtin d Gueſt ; to ſhun th' unequal Foe, 
Dives ſudden to the Deep, and ſwims ſecure below. 130 
XIV. 
Loſt in a Wild of Waves the Mous E divine, 
Deſerted, helpleſs, comfortleſs, forlorn, / 


Ver. 122. Light-foct Pelides] It is not ſtrange to give Epithets to Perſons 
upon Occaſions which have no Relation to them: Boileau. As may appear 
even from Virgil himſelf ſometimes ; 


Quem Pius Æueas diftis affatur amaris. 


Ver. 127. God-like. ver. 131. Divine] This Phraſe is not uſed to 
Perfection, but ſome particular Qualification or Advantage. Patroclus is Ws | 
equal to a God, when he is lighting a Fire. Euftathins. 


Rr Now 


Now headlong ſinks, emerges now ſupine, 
And ſpurns the ſolid Wave, a while up-born. 
Vain ſtrugling, his enfeebled Strength i _ 
Striving t' avoid inevitable Fate : 
But as his Force grows leſs, his moiſten d Hairs 
His Limbs o erburthen with redoubled Weight. 
Yet cer the flitting Life her Hold forſook, 


Oft rifing, ſinking oft, theſe winged Words he ſpoke. 


XV. 


Shalt Thou Puvys:GnaTHus, Ps ICHARPAx ſlay, 


Whom Thou in equal Field durſt never face; 


Thy more than Match in ev'ry Martial Play, 
In Grapling ftronger, fleeter for the Race ? 

My Death, PELID ES may repent too late, 
If injur d Tu uis hear my dying Cries; 

In Arms my Subjects may revenge my Fate, 
For Thunder- loving Jo vx has righteous Eyes: 


135 


140 


145 


Then Thou — Th' Abyſs his ſinking Trunk receives, 
His haughty Soul out-breath'd her Corſe reluctant leaves. 1 50 


Ver. 146. Themis the Goddeſs of Juſtice. 


Ver. 149. Then thou — | It was the Opinion of the Antients, that Heroes, 


juſt upon the Point of Death, had the Gift of Prophecy. 


XVI. Nigh 
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2 a 
Nigh the Lake's Marge a Mouſe there haply ſtood 
LE1CHOPINAX, held by Ps1cyarPax dear, 
The Prince's Cries re-ecchoing from the Flood, 
With well-known Sounds pierc'd his attentive Ear. 
Abundant Tears he ſhed, and mad with Grief 4386 
Howl'd dire, but ſilenc d with redounding Sighs, | 
In hopes of Vengeance plac d his ſole Relief; 
Quick to TRoxarTEs King of Mics be — 
Th' unwelcome News impatient to relate, 
The Froc's unkingly Crime, and young Ps IcHARPAX's Fate. 
T2 XVII EC 
Rage fir d the King, tho now the Ex ning Sun 
Haſted declining to his Weſtern Home, 
Yet ſwift as Thought the ſweet-voic'd Heralds run, 


The Peers to ſummon to TROX ART ESA Dome. 


Soon as the roſy- finger d Morn appear d ; 1206s 
To Gods immortal, and to mortal Man; 
Up from his Couch divine TROX ART ES rear d, 
( His Nobles met) the great Conſult began: 
Paternal Care lour'd in his clouded Look, 
While to th' Aſſembly thus th' up- riſing Monarch ſpoke. 170 


Ver. 152. Leichopinas | A Licker of Diſhes. | | | 
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- un 
Ye Mics belov'd, Lords, Nobles, Barons, Peers, 
| Slain is the Heir of our Imperial Throne; 
War unprovok'd, the Publick juſtly fears, 
Tho yet the War is fall'n on Me alone: 1 
Three Sons, of nuptial Joys the Pledges dear, 175 
From me their luckleſs Father have been rent 
By Stars adverſe: My firſt and eldeſt Care, 
In Flow'r of Years, on youthful Play intent, 
Whilſt he his Cave incautious did forego, 
By ſtern Gz1MaL LIN fell, our never-ſated Foe. 180 
The next had liv'd, had not inhuman Man 
With novel Art hatch'd an accurſt Device; 
The treach'rous Door afforded Entrance plain, 
Avoidlefs Ruin to believing Mic E, 

By Men a Mouſe-trap nam'd : This Engine dire, 185 
My ſecond Hope from Life and Empire tore; 
Heedleſs he touch d a latent magick Wire, 
| Down fell ſelf᷑ clos d th irrevocable Door: 
Impriſon d ſure, when leaſt ſuſpecting Guile, 

Dying he found too late th inhoſpitable Wile. 190 


XX. Ps - 


F TUB NN Sa, 317 
XX. 
Ps1CHARPAX, well-lov'd Prince, did yet remain, 
To Me, and to his fondling Mother dear, ft 
Whom late PzL1Dzs King of Fos has flain, 
Nor Funeral Wailings can attend his Bier. 
War, War at once, let all our Realms declare, 195 
If Wrongs provoke, or Thirſt of Vengeance warms; 
Inſtant our Swords and Lances we prepare, 


Our Limbs adorning bright in temper d Arms. 
He ſpoke ; the Mics obey their King's Commands, 
Rage ſwell'd their glowing Breaſts, and arm'd their mighty 
XXI. . 


From azure Heav'n alights deſtroying M ART, 
Who Wars and Blood his favage pleaſure made, 
T' equip the Miez; and calls the needful Art 


Of VurcAx, Lemnian Limper, to his Aid: 
| Black- 


Ver. 193. Nor Funeral Wailings) The Loſs of Burial was eſteemed a very 
great Affliction, we have not any Records left concerning the Manner how 
Mice buried their Dead: An Enquiry into that Piece of Antiquity would be 
highly ſatisfactory to the Curious. 

Ver. 201. Mart,] By an Archaiſmus from Mars - ſee Spencer. He was the 
God of War, by whom Areithous had his Armour given him: allegorically he 
ſignifies Brutal Force. 

Ver. 204. Valcan,) The God of Fire, who made the Armour of Glaucus,, 
Achilles, &c, It is the Happineſs of a Poet to raiſe the obſcureſt Circum- 
ſtances into the ſtrongeſt Point of Light: — Euſtatbius. Mars muſt be owned 
as proper a Perſon to deſire this Favour of Vulcan, in behalf of thoſe who had 

never 


—_ PO 'B, M S. 
© Blackſmith divine! vaſt Strokes on 3 beat, 200 
His Task inceſſant huge PVR AcMox plies; 
Whole Lemnos glows, till now the Work compleat, 
Thick Groves of poliſh d Needles bright ariſe: 
Needles, that warlike Lances repreſent, 
Needles, the brazen Gift of Mars armipotent. 210 
Led by the God through Midnight's blackeſt Gloom, 
The Warrior M1cs a bold Excurſion make; 
The Stalks of Beans, now paſt their flow'ry Bloom, 
Gunar ſheer for Greaves th audacious Spoilers take; 
t Squadrons well-booted ! Lo, a nobler me 21 5 
The Trunk of ELIM os ER ſpread the Land: 
Home they with toil the ſpacious Hide convey, 
Which Tyvycklus, Prince of Leather-dreflers, tann d: 
A Mouſe far- fam d; this for their Shields they bore, 


Nau An Spoils renown'd ALI DES wore. 220 


never offended him, as Venus was in Virgil to deſire it for her illegitimate Son. 
A Woman in theſe Days would not be very likely to prevail with her Spouſe, 
by putting him in mind that ſhe had made him a Cuckold. 

Ver. 211. Led ] An Epick Poet ſhould order the Machines ſo, that his Ac- 
tion ſhould ſtand in no need of them. How many Gods docs Virgil makes uſe 
of to raiſe a Storm, which happened at the riſing Orion? Tis well obſerved, 
Dii niſi dats occaſione nocere nou poſſunt ; — Boſſu. Thus the Mice might have 
gnaw'd a few Bcan-ftalks without any Aſſiſtance from two Divinities, but then 
the Action had not been ſo fit for the Epopea. 


XXIII. Strong 


— 
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XXIII. 
Strong Nutſhels Casks of Proof their Temples guard, 
Nodded their Creſts of EIIMOSER's Hair. 
And now the valiant MI E for Fight prepar d, 
Thick-thronging, ruſh by thouſands to the War, 
| $ from an hollow'd Rock, at Spring's Return, #225 
The Bees their ſwarming Nations endleſs pour, | 
Which here by Winds diſperſt aloft are borne, 
There fall in Clufters on the vernal Flow'r. | 
A dreadful Gleam their poliſh'd Needles yield, 
And auburn Nutſhel Helms imbrown the verdant-Field. 230 
XXIV. 
Of hoſtile Armies rais d and Dangers near, 
Fa E to the Fxocs the direful Tidings bore ; 
PHyYSIGNATHUS, appall'd with guilty Fear, 


Summon'd his watry Legions to the Shore, | 
To learn the dreaded Truth ; th' imperial Tent 235 
Is rais'd on Land, the ſlimy Nobles meet, 
Council auguft ! when by TROX ART Es ſent 
Enter d the Camp EmpasicHyTRUs great. 
Grac'd with a Herald's Crown, a gallant M oUs E, 


More than his Sire renown'd, his Sire TyzoGLYPHUS, 240 


XV. Intent 
Ver. 238. Embaſichytrus] A Creeper into Pots. 


Ver. 240. Tyroglyphus.) A Cheeſe- ſcooper. The antient Poets 1 to deen 
een 


POEM S. 
XXV. 
Intent and ſilent ſtood the Lake-born Bands. 
Ye Fx068 amphibious, dauntleſs he began, 
Divine TROox ART ES King of Mic demands 
 Impartial Vengeance for his murder d Son: 
Whom late ſeduc d by ſome deceitful Train 245 
From Land, where ſubject Mic might help or hear, 
Light-foot PELI DES King of Frocs has flain, 
Nor Funeral Wailings can attend his Bier: 
Or yield to Death deſery'd your guilty Guide, 
Or proffer'd War accept ; accept, and be defy'd. >= ubife 
CE Top 
This ſpoke, retir'd EMBASICHYTRUS bold, 
The Watry Nation trembled at his Threat : 
When ſtrait t inflame anew their Courage cold, 
Lightfoot PELID Es ſtarted from his Seat : 


320 


deen endued by Apollo with the Property of knowing all Things paſt, preſent, 
and to come, which a careful Reader may perceive by their Writings. This 
was probably the very Mouſe which was caught in a Trap by 7%); and I 
wonder he was not named by the Author of Muſcipula ; ; Who has alſo over- 
looked another Teſtimony of the Antiquity of the Welſh in Vi gil, who mentions 
Evans in his Afneid, Necnon Evantem Phrygium. © | 
Ver. 248. Nor Funeral Mailings] Repetitions are beſt when left to the Rea- 
der's Pleaſure to make whenever he ſees occaſion, by which he may deſerve as 
much Reputation as the Author himſelf could have merited by thoſe Flowers : 


If a long Book muſt needs be had, tis but going over any Part again and 
again, and the Work is done. 
; e No! 
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No! by this Scepter's ſacred Wood I ſwear, 255 
Hereditary Pledge of Royal Pow'r, 
Which dying PELEUs gave to Me his Heir, 
Which erſt our great Progenitors had bore, 

Through Centuries of Years deliver'd down 77 
From HyproczTEs old, firſt Founder of our Throne. 260 
XXVII. 

Slain by himſelf, the Princely Mouſe expir'd, 
Nor fell untimely by Your Monarch's Crime ; 
But near the Lake, while envious he admir'd 
How youthful Tadpoles wanton' d in their Prime, 
Steer d by their Strength of Tail, like chem he ſought 265 
To ſwim, which Nature has to Mics deny'd ; 
Preſumptious Reptile | ſoon th audacious Thought 
Dear- rueing, overwhelm'd in Waves he dy d. 
Nor War, nor Vengeance to his Ghoſt is due, 
Like Fate ſhould all expect, who dare to rival You. 270 


Ver. 255. No by this) The Scepter was the ſolemn Oath of Kings; Virgil 
and Valerius Haccus imitate Homer in making it ſo. It poetically acquaints us 
with the high Deſcent and hereditary Right of the Hero. 

Ver. 260. Hyarocetes] One who lies in the Waters. 

Ver. 261. Hain by himſelf } It cannot be denied that Phy/ignathus ſwears to 
a Lie; but it muſt be conſidered, ſays Bou, The great Art of Kings is the 
Myſtery.of Diſſimulation. This is the Character which the Greek Poet gives 


Ulyſſes, and it is repreſented as a true and lid Virtue, and commended by 
Minerva herſelf. | | 


= XXVIIL Like 
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XXVII. 
Like Fate let ſhall the treach'rous Lineage end, 
If prudent Fx os my timely Counſel take, 
Rang'd on the Bank their Onſet to attend, 
Where the ſteep Brow hangs pendent o'er the Lake ; 
His adverſe Mouss each by the Helmet ſeize, 275 
And ſudden grappling caſt him headlong down; 
| _ Safe will we leap the wonted Precipice 
At once, and diving deep their Army drown, 
Oppreſs'd with weighty Mail, to ſwim unskill'd : 
So ſhall we win with eaſe an unconteſted Field. 280 
XXIX. bu: 
Laden with Spoils, victorious will we 8 
A glorious Trophy for a Nation ſlain. 
He ſpoke; the ſhouting Fxo 6s their Monarch bits 
Pitch'd on the Bank, determin'd to remain; 
Forth from the Waves the num'rous Squadrons move, 285 
Eager their liquid Fortreſſes to leave. 
Such was the Will of Counſel-giving Jovs, 
And ſage Mix ERV, practis d to deceive: 
Ver. 288. pracir d to deceive.] Minerva perſuaded the Tr rojans to break the 
League; for which Breach afterwards Hector fell by Poetical Juſtice, whom 


| the cheated and told Lies to in the Shape of Deiphobus, to betray him into 
the Hands of Achilles; but Prudence conſiſts, we are told, in Diſſimulation. 


While 
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While wav'ring MARS promoting bloody Jar, 
Again from Heav'n deſcends, and arms them for the War. 290 
£ © TS 
With Mans, the Trident-bearer NE TUNE went, 
The Ocean's Sov'reign, and allotted Lord, 
And friendly Aid to FOS amphibious lent, 
For Frogs the watry Deities ador d. 
He bids the Seas produce their ſecret Store, 295 
And lay their Treaſures on the neighb'ring Strand: 
The Seas obſequious on the Banks out pour 
Unnumber'd Cockle-ſhells as thick as Sand, 
 Diſtin& with Golden Specks of paleſt Red, 
Rich various-colour' d Helms, to grace and * the Head 
XXXI. 
Breaſt- plates of Beets, of Mallows Greaves they choſe, 
Becoming Arms for martial FR Oos to wear; 

Ver. 289. While wav'ring Mars] It is the Buſineſs of this God ever to fortify 
the weaker Side to keep up the Broil ; he is called wavering, becauſe Victory 
is always changing Parties. 

Ver. 292. allotted Lord,] Jupiter the cldeſt Brother had the Eaſt, Pluto the 
Weſt, and Neptune the Sea. 

Ver. 297. The Seas obſequious] See the Note upon the arming the Mice, J 211. 
to which may be added this fine Remark of the laſt cited Author: To ex- 

« preſs Phyſical Truths poetically, we muſt not ſay, Salt preſerves dead Bodies, 
« or Flies fill them with Maggots; but that Achilles, fearing the hot Seaſon 


might taint the Carcaſe of his Friend, gets his Mother Thetis, Goddeſs of 
* the Sea, Which 1s Salt, to + aan it with Ambroſia. 


8 2 Thick 
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Thick Leaves of Cabbage light their Shields. compoſe, 
Whoſe ſpongy Texture deads the thrilling Spear: 
Their Lances ſtiff were ſharply. pointed Reeds 30 5 
Erect, which far their Ev'ning Shadow caſt. 
Now Sable-mantled Night advanc'd her Steeds, 
The Deities back to Olympus haſte ; 
Soft downy Shimber all the Gods o erſpread, 
And Jovz * reclin'd, unſleeping on his Bed. 310 
XXXII. | 
At length the gaffron · veſted Morning ſhin 1 
To Gods and Men diffuſing orient Light; 
Saturnian Jove weigh'd in his prudent Mind 
The various Fortunes of the future Fight: | 
Events important! from his awful Throne, 315 
His Purpoſe wile, the Thund' rer thus reveal d-. 
Fly, Hz Ru Es, heav/nly Herald, M a1a's Son, 
And parti-colour'd Ix Is, airy-heel'd ; 
Th immortal Race to Council bid repair, 
Summon' d from Heav'n and Hell, and Earth, and Sea, _ Air. | 


Ver. 310. and Yove) It would be a Search worthy of ſome bil Critick, 
to find why Jupiter went to Bed, when he knew he ſhould not ſleep. 


XXXIII. The 
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15 5 XXX. 
The Subject Gods came at the Royal Call, 
All that Ambroſia eat, and Nectar quaff d; 
Stern Murd ' rer Ma xs, that ſhakes the guarded Wall, 
Drana fair rejoicing in her Shaft, 1 bo 
Earth-ſhaking NR TUNE ſtrong by Seas obey d, 325 
Far-ſhooting Px&zus golden-hair d unſhorn, 
' PaLLas ethereal Spinſter, blue-ey'd: Maid, 

And Vzxvs Laughter-loving, Ocean-born, 
VULCAN, fire-ruling Pow'r in Lemnos own d, | 
Empreſs of Heav n white- arm d, great. ] u xo golden-thron'd. 

XXXIV. 
There too the Goddeſſes of Founts and Trees, 
And yellow Cx RERS crown'd with Corn was ſeen, 
The Nz&z1Ds all, Spawn of the fruitful Seas, | 
And beauteous Tuz 71s, Silver-footed Queen, 


Ver. 321. The Subject Gods). Poets divided the Divine Attributes as it were 
into-ſo many Perſons, becauſc the Infirmity of a haman Mind cannot ſufficiently 
conceive,. and explain ſo much Power and Action in a Simplicity ſo great and 
indiviſible as that of God: And perhaps they were jealous of the Adyantages 
they reaped from ſuch excellent and refined Learning, and which they thought 

the vulgar Part of Mankind was not worthy of. Boſſu, 

Ver. 331. there too] Ver. 333, the Nereids) Neptune and the reſt of the watry 
Deities are preſent at the Council of the Gods; becauſe Waters ſupply the Air 
with Vapours, and by that means paſs into the Æther. See Euſtatbius on the 


Subject, who will alſo give you the Reaſons of moſt of the Epithets here ap- 
* to che Gods. 


Fair- 


326 =: EMS. 
Fair-hair'd LATroxa, and ALcivzs ſtrong, 335 
Hzezz, whom Bloom celeſtial never fades, 
Bacchus, the twice-born Victor ever young, 
Inexorable Pu ro, King of Shades, 
Sad ProSERPINE his melancholly Love, 
And all the baſe- born Seed of Ga Joy E. 340 
| XXXV. 
Above the cold Or vurοer ſnowy Height, 
And leafy Ipa's ever-verdant Hill, 
Was built th' Imperial Palace, ftarry 8 
Whoſe vaulty Dome the Gods aſſembled fill: 
The Seats of Heav'n, at JovE s commanding Nod, 345 
Marſhall'd themſelves, miraculous to view | 
Each golden Throne wrought by the Blackſmith God, 
Spontaneous took its Rank in Order due ; 


Ver. 338. Pluto,] He was not introduc'd into Homer's Aſſembly; but as 
that ſeems a Hardſhip upon one who is honoured with the Title of Jupiter, as 
well as his elder Brother, he is here admitted into the Council. 

Ver. 340. aud all the baſe-born] Homer always expreſſes a great Kindneſs for 
Baſtards, of which we need deſire no ftronger Proof than his filling Heaven 
104 them: On the other fide he makes Marriage and Diſcord inſeparable, 


7 apiter and ue are for ever ſcolding. Here not the Moral but the Alle- 
_ is to be obſerved. 


Ver. 345. the Seats] Vulcan's Workmanthip being animated, does not deviate 
at all rom Probability; becauſe a God can do more difficult Things than theſe, 
and all Matter will obey him. Beſides Ariflotle aſſures us, the Wonderful is the 
diſtinguiſhing Character of Epick, and proceeds therein even to the Unreaſon- 
able: a Remark as juſt and well- grounded as any in his whole Art of Poetry. 


And 


And Silver Trevets for the meaner Throng, 

Inftin& with ſubtle Life, ſel-moving leap'd along. 350 
= XXXVI.. 
Ye Powers immortal, Male and Female, hear, 

The Royal Father ſaid, and thither bend 
Your ſharpen'd Sight, where yonder Arms appear, 
Say whether Nation ſhall the Gods befriend : 
Speak you that purpoſe as Auxiliars bold, 355 
For Frocs or Mics to leave th' ethereal Coaſts, 
Array d and ardent for the Fight behold 
Ĩhhe great, the warlike, the heroick Hoſts; 
So rang d the Cloud-begotten CEN TAuRö ſtood, 
So frown d on Phelpra's Plain, the Giant Earthborn Brood. 
XXXVII. 
And Thou, dear Daughter of my lab'ring Brain, 
Athenian PaLLas, wilt thou reſt ſecure, 
And view the direful Shock, the Wounds and Pain, 
Which mortal FROGS from mortal Mics er 
Or elſe to pious Mio afford thine Aid, 365 
Who conſtant as thine annual Feaſt returns, 
Have due attendance at thy Temple paid, 
Where, whilſt the conſecrated Victim burns, 
n 
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With myſtick Dance, in Honour of the Day, 
Circling thine Altar's Verge, religiouſly they play? 
| XX XVIII 
With anſw'ring Words the Blue-ey'd Maid replies: 
To tread mine awful Courts the M1cz — 8 
To ſhare, unbid, my feſtal Sacrifice, 
Allurd with grateful Scent of holy Fume; 
And oft from ſacred Lamps the needful Oil 
The facrilegious Ravagers purloin, 
And nibbling oft my flow'ry Garlands ſpoil ; 
Nor fears the puny Race my Pow'r Divine, 
Nor Helm, nor Goat-skin Shield, nor Lance they dread, 


370 


375 


But evn with Ordure vile prophane my Statue ss Head. 380 


XXXIX. 
Tho Wiſdom's Power could light Diſgrace alone, 
With Loſs embitter d, tis ſeverer ſar; 
My Veil which flam d with Gold, with Purple ſhone, 
With impious Gnawings barb rouſly they mar. 
N Griev'd for the Work Divine, fo rudely tore, 
I courted: venal Damſels by Reward, | 


355 


| Ver. 36 9. "mich myſtick Dante The reputable Dancing « among the Anticnts 
was ſaid by ſome to be invented by Minerva. 


Ver. 371. Bue-eyd] The Greek might be tranſlated 0-H; but that 


mould not be ſo agrecable to the modern Gothic Taſte, as it was to the antient 
ny 


he 
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The num'rous Breaches inſtant to reſtore, 
The num' rous Breaches artful they repair d, 
And now with Clamours loud demand their Hire, 
Nor find I Gold to pay, juſt Reaſon for mine Ire. 390 
Nor yet can Frocs amphibious Succour claim, 
Unwiſe, impertinent, loquacious Kind! 
When parch'd with Thirſt from Battle erſt I came, 
To drink the Brook my Lips I low inclin'd ; | 
Untimely paddling in the Bev rage clear, 395 
With gritty Mud they ſtain d the promis d Draught. 
Nor leſs their grating Voice diſturb d mine Ear, 
When ſpent with length of Toil for Reſt I fought ; 
They chas'd ſweet Slumbers from my weary Sight, 
And harſhly croaking loud, prolong'd the tedious Night. 400 
1 XI. : 
Mean time, like Pains my throbbing Temples wound, 
As Jov x ſuſtain d from Me his Daughter born, 
Mother and Sire in one; nor Reſt I fonnd, 
Till crowing Cocks proclaim'd the welcome Morn, | 


Ver. 391. Nor yet can] Obſerve the Character of Prudence, who acquits nei- 
ther Side, and refuſes to engage on either with any Diſadvantage to herſelf, 


EX . | : For 
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For neither Army let Immortals fight, | 405 
Or needleſs tempt the Dangers of the Day ; 
Since Scenes of Death our heav'nly Minds delight, 
| Reclind ſecurely we at diſtance ſtay. 
I ſtay, deſert that pleaſe their bleſt Abode, 
To meet fuch Foes in Arms is Daring for a God | 410 
She ended Speech, and all the liſt ning Crowd 
In hollow Whiſpers murmur'd an Aſſent; 
Whom Jovs addreſſing ſtern in Threatnings loud, 
Shook with a Nod the brazen Firmament; 
Whate er raſh God attempts Diſſention now, | 41 5 
And dares with Me their Sov'reign to contend, 
Let Styx infernal bind the ſolemn Vow, | 
Him headlong o'er Heaven's Battlements Til ſend; | 
Ev'n Jun o's ſelf ſhall from her Throne be driv'n, 
| Siſter and Wife of Jo vx, Great Sultaneſs of Heay'n. 420 
Ver. 407. ſince Scenes) The Harmony of Things ſprings from Diſcord ; 
wherefore Fupiter was diverted at the Diſagreement of the Gods themſelves : 
So other Immortals may be ſuppoſed pleaſed with the Battle of Frogs and 
2 — 410. Daring for a God) This is to be underſtood allegorically. The 
honeſt old Archbiſhop of Theſſalonica ingenuouſly acquaints us in his Comment 
upon the firſt Iliad, that Allegory was invented in order to ſolve the Abſurdi- 
ties which. would otherwiſe appear in the antient Writers. And I muſt once 


for all inform my Reader, if he finds any Paſſage he cannot well account for, 
he muſt take it for granted, There is an Allegory in it. | 0 
| XLIII, Tho 
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XIIII. od E id 
Tho 1 more than Goddeſ lov'd or Woman ſhe, 
Than Cz xt s beauteous Queen, with golden Hair, 
Than Baccaus' Parent, Theban 8E MEL E, 
Than DAN A, AcRis1us Daughter fair, 
Of whom great Px ASEUs ſprung ; tho favour d more 425 
Than thoſe whoſe double Births increas'd my Line; 
She that, of PñœNIx' Blood deſcended, bore 
Minos the Juſt, and RA DAM AN TH divine: 
She that, on Lands and Seas long-wand' ring ſeen, 
To Heav'n a Phœ zus gave, to Woods a Huntreſs Queen. 430 
| XLIV. 
Juno, more dear than, ever Dame was dear, 
If now with Mics or Frxocs ſhe dares to treat, 
Sore will I ſcourge, ſuſpended high in Air, 
And rack'd with pond'rous Anvils at her Feet. 


Ver. 421. The more than) Jove in the Iliad makes his Speech to Juno. A 
Man's Love to the Sex in general, nay be no ill Recommendation to a parti- 
cular Woman, even to a virtuous Matron; tho' I fancy it could never make 
him more in favour with his own Wife, whatever Influence it might have on 
the Wife of another, unleſs Nature was a very different Thing in un time 
from what it is in our degenerate Age. 
Ver. 434. pona'rous Anvils) The Phyſical Meaning ſeems very apparent. 

Juno the Air has two Elements, Earth and Water, at her Feet, call'd Anvils, 
becauſe in them only Arts are exerciſed. The Moral intimates, that good 
Houſewives ſhould ſtay at home; — Dacier. There is another Moral equally 
plain, overlooked by the learned French-woman, viz. "That Husbands upon 
extraordinary Occaſions, may beſtow upon their Wives corporal Correction. 
If the Fai air Sex now think this brutal, tis merely out of falſe Delicacy. 

1 When 


Wikn Hands reſiſtleſs on my Queen I lay, 435 


Inferior Gods, your due Submiſſion learn. 
Trembling the ſilent Deities obey. 


Strait warlike Trumpets breathe out Courage ſtern, 
Hornets, who ſounding bid the Battles j join, 
While Jovs from cloudleſs Heav n high thund ring gave thesign. 
2007; — 
The Frog Hye180as the firſt advanc'd, 
His Javlin at LEICHE NOx ftrong to throw; 
The right-aim'd Spear his Shield and Boſom lanc'd, 
Through-pierc'd he fell to Earth, and groveling low, 
Soil'd in the Duſt his Hairs. PELEION brave 445 
By Moufe TRNOOGLODVYT ES the next was ſtruck, 
Nor Cabbage Target could the Hero ſave, 
Fix d in his Breaſt the pointed Weapon ſhook : 
Dark Clouds of Death his ſwimming Eyes o'erſpread, 
Forth from her wounded hold his Soul in Terror fled. 450 
Ver. 439. Hornets] Flies might have done well enough for T rumpeters. 


Minerva in the 17th Iliad inſpires Menelaus with the Courage of a Fly, which 


Compariſon has nothing of Meanneſs in it; however a Hornet is more 
heroical. | 


Ver. 441. Hypfiboas] A loud Bawler. 
Ver. 442. Leichenor) A Name from Licking. 


Ver. 445- Pelsion] A Name of the ſame Signification with Pelides ; ; the Son 
of Peleus, i. e. Mud. 


Ver. 446. Troglodytes] One who runs into Holes. | | 


333 
vill n rod} nig ns mA M. 
Ak rorHAdus at e ſent, 19448 no lat 
| Nor miſs d the Mark delign'd, a — _— 
The brazen Point the ſev nfold Buckler ent, ² »: | 
And paſt the verdant Beet, nor ſtaying chere; er] | 
Transfix d his ſwelling Cheſt. It-chanc'd,' a Stone 4.5 5 
Lay near at hand; black, rugged; i heavy, great, 
This by LyMnocnanrswith Fury thrown, 9 © 37 4.4 
Cruſh'd fierce TxoGLoDvyTEs beneath its Weight. 
Pierc d by SzUTLaus' Lance in fatal Hour, | 
EMBASICHYTRUS vaſt fell like a ruin d TowW] TI. 460 
| LMI d 2d no b doto1i0 
Nor joyd SEUTLEAUs long, ISE NOR gnevd | 
Vow'd to revenge EMBA$SICHYTRUS lain; 
But haſty Wrath his erring Hand deceiv d, x4 
The Spear wide ſwerving ſtruck. the diſtant Plain: 
He ſnatch'd a Land-mark of enormous ſize, 465 
The Burthen of the Field wherein it lay; 
For twelve the talleſt ſtrongeſt modern Mice 
J0 lift or roll it might in vain aflay : 7 . 
[19% 21267 2-88 
Ver. 451. Artophagus) One who feeds on Bread. — ibid. Pohphonus) A great 
Babbler. — Ver. 457. Lymnoc baris] One who loves the Lake. — Ver. 459. SeutIeus) 
Called from the Beets, — Ver. 461. Ienor] One equal to a Man; for a Mouſe 


may as caſily be ſuppoſed equal to a Man, as a Man equal to a God. 
Ver. 467. for twelve the talleſt] The Opinion of a Degeneracy of human _ 


As fibm an Engine ſhot, the Mill-ſtone flies 
Full on SEU TLS 6, ow: and Darkneſs veils his Eyes. 470 
* 1626 (26m & SIYIEE 
The Warrior: pr ERNOTROCTES| eld =" 
His glitt ring Javelin gainſt LTuNISIUsS Head, 4 
Which piercd. his lifted Shield and Helmet bright, 
And inmoſt Brain 3, the Soul in terror fled. 
C RAMBO HAGUS} with ſudden Fear diſmay'd, y 475 
Leapd the ſteep Bank to gain his native Lake 
But PTERNOT ROTES winged Weapon ſtay d 
50, His Flight, deep ent ring his linglorious Back! 
| Stretch'd on the Brink his lifeleſs Corſe remain d, 
While Rays of purple Blood, the ſilver Water ſtain d. 480 
u Nr Hh 
PrzRNOGLYPHUS by CaraminTaivs ſeen, 
His Spear advancing;' ſtruck the FR with Dread, 
Who ſhameleſs caſt behind his Target green, 
And div'd beneath the Waves wo Coward Speed. 


4 WE © # 2 


and Strength in the Proceſs of = has 3 very W Virgil makes a 
farther Allowance. In this Way of Thinking it will appear that Frogs and 
Mice were not ſuch deſpicable Animals heretofore as they are at preſent, either 
as to their bodily or intellectual Accompliſnments. 

Ver. 471. Pternotroctes] A Bacon-cater. — Ver. 472. A ius Called from 
the Lake. — Ver. 475. Crambophagus) A Cabbage-cater. — Ver. 481. Pterno- 
655 ug A ee — Ibid. Calamint hius] From the Herb. 


Not 
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Not ſo Hyp ROCHARIS, who wrathful threw 14185 
At Prince PTERNoPHAGUsS a rugged Stone; 
Right at the deſtin d Mark the Mill-ſtone flew ; © 
Pierc'd to the Scull, and crack d the ſolid Bone, 
Nor Nutſhell Helm avail'd : wide was the Wound; p 
Brains thro the Noſtrils low'd, and Blood diſtain d the Ground. 
Near Hand, to cruel Fate alas too nigh, | 
A harmleſs Frog BoxzoRoCATES nom 
Who late eſcap d his careful Parent's Eye, 
New from his Tadpole State, and left the Flood 
For Glory: faireſt of the Nation deem d, 495 
With ev'ry Gift of CVTHEREA gracd: * 
This nought the ſtern LE IMHO INAx efteemd; . 
Whoſe ſtrongly- darted Lance his Form defacd, 
Dead, through the Liver ſtruck, he tumbled down, 
While Streams of Crimſon Red new-dy'd his Olive Brown. 500 
PRASSOoHAOUs dragg'd with unſeemly Spite 
CNISSODIOCTES Carcaſe o'er the Field ; 
Ver. 485. Hydroc haris] who five the Water. 
Ver, 486. Pternophagus) a Bacon-cater. . 
Ver. 492. Borborocætes] who lies in the Mud. 


Ver. 501. Praſſophagus | an Eater of Garlick. E 
Ver. 502. Cniſſodioes) one who follows the Steam of Kitchens. 
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The Mouſe;/Psrcnnnrax, wrathful at the Sight, 
To ſereen bis Friend, oppos d his ample Shield. 
Px AssOFHAdus retiring, vainly thought + 50 5 

Io ſhun, by quick Retreat, his ſpeedy Foe, 

Him through from Side to Side Ps 1 HART Ax ſmote, 

With utmoſt Fury riſing to the Blow: 

Prone down he fell; to PI Vro's nether Skies, 

Where Heroes Shades remain, his Soul unwilling flies. 5f 10 

hoof LEE: 057: Lebt 2 
PzLoBATEs drew by the Helmets Thong 
The Warrior AxToTROGUS through the Duſt, A. 
And choak'd amid the Waves: nor triumph d long; 
For ſtrong Ps 10n ARPAX through his Liver thruſt 
His Javelin's deadly Point. PzLUusvs viewd 511518 
The Wound -amaz'd, but eath'ring Courage new, 
Crafty a handful large of oily Mud | 
At fierce Ps IHA RTAX Murrion right he threw, 
Which all bemir'd with Slime his manly Beard, 
Nigh clos d his open Eyes, and ſtifled Noſe beſmear d. 520 


Ver. 511. Pelobares] who walks in the Dirt. 
Ver. 512. Artotrogus] ſee Artopbagus and Tr FOKArIES. 
Ver. 525. Pelufius | from Mud. 2 


LIII. The 
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LIII. 
The Movsx half blind and ſtrangled, mad with 


4 


— his Foe riidiei Rulth 24914) 
Which, haply had he ſeen with Skill to aim, gc 
Had ſent ſome Warrior Fxo to PLuTo's 2 
The maſſy Stone P ELUSIUs Knee-pan n_ be du ”M 5 
Which fail d, unable to ſupport its wage i 
PzLIiDEs King of Fx ods a ſecond Stroke 
Forbad, quick to prevent his Brother's Fate, | a 
He pierc d Ps1cyarrax' Bowels, entring in oA 50 | 
Dexpefar la eee ROLE ORIG" 530. 
Forth from their bleeding Bed' his Entrails flowd, 
And fell amid: the Duſt around his Feet 
With Torture leaning on his Spear he food,” . 
Till crowding Friends ſecur d his flow Retreat. 
A Lance at loud-voicd Br anontazon thiown, | 535 
Transfix d his Groin, his Thigh thie Javelin's Head 
Half. ſeverd from his Trunk; the Hand unknown, 
And whoſe the Glory of fo brave a Deed. 
Hardly he limp'd from Fight, his Nerves disjoin . 
: And trail'd a wounded Length of dangling Leg behind. 540 


Ver. 535. Branc hiaxon] Croaking. 1 
Uu LV. When 
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When 10 diyine Taox AR TES King of Mien 
MNarches with ſevenfold Target up to fight; 
Inſtant the King of Frogs PII DES flies 
Mich ytoſt Sy ifeneß from his injur'd Bight. | 
With equal Steps the Mouss purſued the Chaſe: 545 
Swift as Lazona's Seed. their Arrows ſhoot. | 
Still ood the wandkring Hoſts to view the Race; 
For either Chief was known ſo light of Foot, 
The FrocG was oft. by, Wayes unyielding borne, 19 
The Mo vs by flender Ears of ripe unbending Com. 3 50 
e e VIII 5 
| StTOPHAGVs but late had trembling fled; 1 0 
The Frxoc's.terrifick! Voice and mighty Arm,. 
| Caſting his Shield behind, his daſtard Heal! 
Shrow ding in Reeds — N 
He. now the watty Monarch flying found, 335 
Ang ſtnuck his winged Heel with ſudden Die? 


Ver. 543. Pelids) This Name alludes not only to Pelos Mud, but to Achilles 
alſo, the Son of Thetis, ſo called. It is no Dilgrace tor 2 Hero to fly, eſpe- 
cially having Guilt upon his Spirits. 

Ver. 549. the Frog was oft] Tha Greek Poet illuſtrates the Swiftneſs of Eric. 

thonius's Marcs, by deſcribing them as running over the ſtanding Corn and Sur- 

face of Waters, without making any: Imprcthon : And the Latin one ſays. the 

ſame of Camilla; which is a certain Sign of Homer's Excellency. Now a Frog 

is as likely to be borne upon the Waters, as a Heroine; and a Mouſe is not 

altogether ſo heavy as a Mare. Ver. 551. Sitephagus) an Eater of Wheat. | 
ns 1 But 


POBMS 3 
But good P#4$5#65 om eveng?d tfle Wound, WH 
Transfix'd che Mes #;" Had or OE” 
PIT DE s fell; cer yet the fatal Stroke 
Incens d TrOXArTES nn the um Hero bee IM 
0 King if Gift muy move of Jewelr fa 22912 £107. 
My Ranſom take, a rich and precious 3 | 
Which dying Per tvs gave to mie His fert; 
Which erſt ny great Progenitsrs had ſtof d. 
Spoil of tlie Waters; Heaps'of yellow Ore 363 
My willing -Subjeas for their Prince ſhall 'giv&s | 
Reject not tllen with Scorn the profer Store. rac # go 
Enchain me; let me ſerve, but let me lire. Wes 
Better alive ſad Slav ry to fufthin, zii 
Than n O er all 1 1 of Chiefs $ and din e 570 
2 in EVIII. 54 4 
Buy Thee Ps eee. the Mouſe hl 
If Death ſo terrible appear, die Thou: 
With cruel Spear he lane d his naked side, 


Warm Streams of vital Blood his Arms 0 Fans: "BW 
Vet: 557. | Praſſeus lee fem Gaitick: | 5 
Ver. 569. Better an] It is no wonder the Hades are ſo — to dle, 


when the Poet provides no better Entertainment for them in the next World, 
than the worſt they could meet with in this. | 


Uu 2 "2 "ER His 


His panting Boſom heaves with dying Sighs, 575 
Hard lab ring to retain departing Breath : = 
At length he yields; black Darkneſs veils his A 
. Seal d in eternal Sleep of Iron Death. 20 
Nor ſtrive the FRoss to ſcreen 8 ſlain, 
From * Victor's Spoil, or Fun ral Rites to gain. $80 
| Amidft * Na young Mas RIDARPAX fought, 
 ARTEPIBULUS Son, a Movsz divine] 
Who, breathing Wrath and righteous Vengeance, PR 
T' extirpate quite the Fxoos perfi Line. = 
On whom the Gods their various Gifts beſtow d; 585 
Warlike as Mans who ſhakes the guarded Wall, 
As NeyTUNE's wide his Cheſt and Shoulders broad. 
As Jovx majeſtick, as ALcipas tall. 
By Troops the Warrior Fxocs he flew ahh uk 
Luxus, Hypaocuarts, PrLevs, CRauGasIDEs. 590 


Ver. 58 1. Meridarpax] one who plunders his Share. 

Ver. 582. Artepibulus] one who has Deſigns upon Bread. 

Ver. 586. Warlike as Mars} When Plutarch blam'd the comparing one Man 
to ſeveral Deities, that Cenſure was not paſſed upon Homer as a Poet, but by 
Plutarch as a Prieſt: And no modern fine Gentleman ſure can think the worſe 
of any thing for its being diſapproved by a Prieſt in his Sacerdotal Capacity. 
Should it be faid in his Defence, that he was a Heathen, Mr. Dae; cuts off 


corrupted to the utmoſt, if they be fallen in their Morals to ſo Jon a Degre 
that the firſt Stone may juſtly be thrawn at them by Poets. 
Ver. 590. Limuius] of the ſame py with h Lim us, called from the "prng 


LX. While 
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| ES | 
Whilſt dealing Death thus Mz RIDA RAR fares, | 
A ſecret Path his choſen Squadrons take, 
And ſeize the num'rous Paſſes unawares 
Betwixt the croaking Hoſt and neighbour Lake. 
Now Slaughter reigns : whole Show'rs of Weapons flow 595 
On Mzxipareax' Leathern Shield in vain ; 
The Folds repel the Points. And ſurely now | 
His Hand impartial had the Nation ſlain, 
Had not high Jovz beheld the Frxocs diſtreſt, 
And thus with gracious Lips his Offspring Gods addreſt. 600 
| 1 
Hear, ev ry Pow'r of Heaven, Air, Sea, and Hell; 
Hear, ev'ry God, and ev'ry Goddeſs hear; 
How ſtrange to Sight] how wonderful to tell! 
What Troops have falln by Mz RIDARYAx' Spear, 
What Numbers numberleſs! afflicted fore ! 6053 
Say what of Arms or Counſel you prepare; 
What Force can vye with Mz xiDareax* Powr? 
What Slight effectual drive him from the War? 
If not from Heav'n the Fxocs Aſſiſtance find, 
His fierce wide-waſting Arm will quite deſtroy the Kind. 610 


Ver. 590. Craugaſides) from Croaking. | 4 
| LXII. Pon- 
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LXII. 
Pond' ring the Deities in Silence ſa, 


Hard was the Task the deſp rate Field to win; 
Nor Prophet Pfœ zus open d the Debate, 12 
Nor ſage Mintz va ventur d to begin. 
At length impatient Ma xs diſelos d his Mind. 
Spoiler of Cities, ſtain d with human Gore, 
Scarcely fo loud three thouſand. Warriors join dl,. 
Or ſhout when fighting, or when wounded roar: 
Thus from his brazen. Cheſt the Murd'rer ſpoke, 
' Whilſt rattling, with: his Voice th exteinled Welkinithooks 6av/ 


LXIII. 
Beware, for Gods by mortal Arms may ſmart, 
And Wounds, and Pain, and Shame, have oft endur'd. 
Juno and PLuTo felt Aicines Dart, 
Whom PzoN's healing Medicines-hardly curd. 


144 


Ver: 612. hard was the Tak) Neptune, in 2 13, ſuppoſes the Affitance of 
Jupiter himſelf might be uſcleſs to the Traſaus; and no wonder therefore it 
might be ineffectual to have the Succour of any interior Divinities. 


Ver. 613. nor Prophet Phæbus] Apollo being nothing but Deſtiny, * not 
to ſide with either Part before Japiter declares himſelf. 


Ver. 614. nor ſage Minerva] It is agrecable alſo to the Character of Wiſdom 
to hear others ſpeak firſt, 


Ver. 618. 72 fo loud] This Hyperbole, ſtrong as it is, yet is not extra- 
vagant.: The Voice is not Human, but that of a Deity; and the Compariſon 


being taken from an Army, renders it more natural with reſpect to the God of 


War. So Polyphemus, a mere Mortal, ſhook the whole Iſle of Sicily with his 
Cries. 


1. Dom, 
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Orus and ERTIALTESs dard confine e 625 
Ev'n Me, for thirteen Moons in Priſon bound; 
Till HER MESs ſtole me thence, ſly Thief divine. 
Nor Jovx had milder Fate from PaLEAs found, 
Had not a Giant timely Succour giv n, . 
By Men EGA O calld, but BRIAREUsS in Hearn. 630 
N 
What ſingle God can ſtand th' unequal Shock; 
From Dangers paſt, Immortals, learn to fear. 
Minzxva's ſelf would fink beneath the Stroke, 
And tinge with Ichor Mz xiDaxya x' Spear. 
Heav'n's Magazines muſt arm us for the Charge: 635 
All Arms are needful to repel the Fe; 
ALcipes Club, MIN E xva's Lance and Targe, 
My Sword, and PR SBE and AroL LOS Bow. 
Ver 628. nor Jove] Thetis brought ap I AR to Pupiter ; that is, the 


Watry Element taking its natural Place, put an end to that Combat of the 
Elements, which is ſignified by the Wars of the Gods. | 
Ver. 632. from Dangers] Tully and Longinus ſay Homer makes Mortals of his 
Gods, not of the inferior ones only. Pythagoras and Plato tax him with Im- 
piety on this account, in whoſe Times the Gods were reckon'd altogether as 
corporeal as in our Poet's Age. Boſ/u owns the learned Men of Antiquity, 
either out of Pride, Envy, or Error, have gone upon wrong Grounds in a 
Matter of the higheſt Importance, and deceiv'd almoſt all Mankind with de- 
formed and dangerous Figures, inſtead of neceſſary and ſolid Truths. | 
Ver. 634. and tinge with Ichor] Corporcal Deities being ſubject to Paine, is 
not inconſiſtent with true Theology; nay, Bofſu aſſutes us, even the Adultery. 
of Mars and Venus contains a very moral Leſſon: Tho' how to reconcile this 


with what T have juſt quoted out of him, I cannot comprehend, without the 
| Help of ſome new Allegory. | 


S 
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= Saturnian Jovz muſt lead us to the Field, 
Arm'd with his 'vengeful Bolt, and Titan-quelling Shield. 64.0 
That Goat-skin Shield wherewith of old he fought, 
When proud ExcELADUs his Throne affail'd ; 
When Giants leagu'd their promis d Empire ſought, 
And firſt-born Titans had almoſt prevail d: 
Such Light nings keen, as erſt Tyrhœus vaſt 645 
Sorely diſmay d, and wounded forc'd retire, 
When Flames ſo thick the mighty Thund rer caſt, 
That ſcarcely from the Wreck of horrid Fire 
Olympus ſummited with Snow was fav'd, 
Scarce the ſuperior Heav'n, Abode of Gods, braſs-pav d. 650 
Him PaLLas anſw'ring, ſpake. Let all remain 
Here in their heav'nly Seats reclin'd ſecure ; 
Without partaking, view the Wounds and Pain 
Which mortal FR OGS from mortal Mics endure. 
But if our Sov reign's all-commanding Will 65 5 
1s fix d to fave them from triumphant Mice, pn 
Ver. 644. Hf bor Titans) If Homer held Birth-right to be Divine, tis plain | 


it was on Earth only. The Titans were Rebels becauſe they were conquered ; 


bat had they gained the Victory, they would have at leaſt as much Right to 
the Sovereignty of Heaven as ever Jupiter was poſſeſſed of. The Poet was no 


Friend to Paſhve-Obedience ; and the Patrons of Reſiſtance may prove their 
Point moſt irrefragably out of his Poem. 


Launch 
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Launch be his Things font] yon neighbour Fil, 
Or call to dreadful Fight ſome High Allies; 
Whoſe Strength may turm the Fortttie of the Day, 
I Jove's high-thunering Arm ſhould fail to part the Eren. 
LXVII. 
She 3 Speech, and cloud-compelling J CV 
His three-fork'd Thunder takes to part the Fight, 
With Goat-skin Shield deſcending from above; 
Swift, ſilent, black, and terrible as N ight. 
In ſudden Darkneſs either Holt he ſhrouds, 655 
Harſh Thunder rowl, and blueiſn Light nings blaze, 
Yet not for loudeſt Peals or thickeſt Clouds 
His Courſe impetuous M RI DRRTAx ſtays: 
Nor ceas d the Din of War, tho! all around 
Heav'n trembled from above, groan d underneatli tlie Ground. 
LXVIII. 
As from a Victim Bull the ſever d Meat 
To broil by Waiters on the Coals is lun, 


Ver. 665: In ſudden Datkniſs) Wben the Author has a mind to ſave any 
Hero in Diſtreſs, he brings in ſome God to ſteal him away in a Cloud: A Con- 
duct imitated by almoſt all his Commentators; ' who, when their favourite 
Writer is in any Danger, conſtantly raiſe a Duſt, that the Poet may 80 in 
the Obſcurity. | 

Ver. 671. Ar ſrom s Victim] To judge rightly of Compariſons, we are not to 

examine if the Subjects from whence they arè derived, be great or rg noble 
or familiar, but if the Image produc'd be clear and lively: 


X x KM Their 


0 UNS 
Their Eyes devour the Food: They faſting yet 
Impatient, turn the Steak, and turn again. 
So now with diſappointed Jovs it far dm, 675 
From Thought to Thought, from Place to Place he flies. 
His Bolt he truſts not, nor Ethereal Guard, 
For Barrier to the FRO Os, his high Allies 
He calls: Sight more prodigious ne er was ſhown _ 
On Earth, that bears all Fruits, or Sea producing none, 680 
LXIX. 
Dreadful Allies ! What once their Gripe poſſeſt, 
Vs falt they graſp'd with cruelrending Claws 
It eaſier ſeem d a Bone by Force to wreſt 
From Hell-born Cz x3 xvus' devouring Jaws, 
Each Champion's Mouth, or what for Mouth appears, 685 
Yawns diſmal, diſcontinuous, darkſome, wide, 
Wond' rouſly fenc'd with ſharply-grinding Sheers, 
Whoſe Edges meeting temper d Mail divide, 


Ver. 677. His Bolt] Homer's Allegory is not to be accounted for without a 
deep Inſight into the Egyptian and Hieroglyphical Learning: Tho' his beſt 
Tranſlator affirms he probably uſed old 'Traditions as Embelliſhments of Poetry 
only, neither taking care to explain them to the Reader, nor perhaps diving 
into their myſtick Meanings himſelf. Yet the beſt Critick upon him ſays, theſe 
Tales, unleſs taken allegorically, are entirely Atheiſtical, and contrary to De- 
cency. A celebrated Author blames Spencer for making his Moral too obvious, 
a Fault which the moſt malignant Carper can never charge Homer with: a far 
greater Genius is requiſite to underſtand his Fables, than open Morality has need 
of It * much ſtronger Teeth to crack the Shell, than to cat the Kernel. 


With | 
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With ſeeming double Heads the ' Monſters threat,” * 
Like Aurhis sen s dire in Aike Noon-day Heat. 690 
Hands had icy none, yet what ſupplied dem Mo 
Unnumber'd Arms; ſcarce BRIAREUs had 1 more : 
Which Mother Nature clad in jetty Caſe, 
For tender Skin with Armour plated o er. 
Fixt in their Breaſts their round black Eye-balls ſtood, 
Their Cheſt with Rows of Bone were frongly barr d; 
Their Backs like malleable Anvils ſhow'd, 
Extended broad, ſmooth, ſolid, ſhining, hard; 
Sure-proof, nor firmer Hlardneſ could they us” 
Tho' nine times dip' d in Seyr, inviolable Lake. 700 
Fit Inſtruments of Joy x's avenging Ire, 
Allies for Gods, tho' made of earthly Mould, 
Not triple-form'd C IM ARA half ſo dire, 
Whom brave BELLE RO HOx ſubdued of old. 
Oblique, untoward, aukward did they crawl 7035 


Inſidious, whither tending, hard to fay : 


Ver. 502. Allies] At leaſt as capable of aſſiſting him againſt the Mice, as 
Briareus to protect him againſt the Gods. | 

Ver. 703. Triple-form'd\ Chimera was feigned to have the Head of a Lion, 
the Body of a Goat, and the Tail of a Dragon, becauſe a Mountain ſo called 
had-Lions at the top, Goats in the middle, and SPIN at the venom, * | 
ſome of the Antients * it no Fiction. 


11 Nu- 


348 POEMS 


Num'rous their Logs and, Thighs, diſtorted all 
Tlhheir Shells well-jointes to their Wills gave way. 

Such Hinges fine not VuLcan's ſelf could blame, 
Nay, Wee e theſe his Armour a to, fame 710 


EXXIL. 
Forth Gros the Waxes their bonid March — take, 


By Man calld | Crans: o'erpower'd, the Mics are killd, 
Who guard the Paſſes ifſuing f from the Lake, 
And Joy 's. Imperial Purpoſe is fulfill & 
8 No mortal Strength their cruſted, Limbs could barm, 715 
Or pęnetrate Dame Nax uns Panoply ; 
The Mics, in vain around the Monſters ſwarm, 
Sawn clean aſunder by their Sheers they die, 
Which ſnap'd their brittle Spears, and craſh'd their Mails, 
And crop'd their torward Heads, and lop d their dragging Fails. | 
_— 
Not monſtrous Foes, the King of Mics exclaim'd, 
But Gods averſe I fear, and hoſtile Jove ; 
Tho Gods immortal might retire unblam'd, 
Should Foes like theſe their heavnly Valour prove. 
To whom with winged Anſwer ſoon rejoin d 725 
Young MERI DARPAX, Gods ſubmit. to. Fate; | 


U 


Ver 721. Nat monſtrous] It becomes not a Hero, to fear, any thing but the 
Gods; the old Mouſe firſt adviſes a Retreat, and then the young one complies, 
as  Diomede did with the Counſel of Mir. 

Aright 
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Aright, O King, according to my Mind 
Advis d, retreat We. Theſe retiring, ſtraight 
Their trembling Hoſt fled headlong wing d with Fear, 
Laſt Mzzinazeax ftalk'd, and ſullen closd the Rear. 730 
LXXV. | 
As when a ſluggiſh Aſs in Corn is found, 
Whoſe Back has num'rous Staves already broke, 
He now with Troops of Boys encompaſs d round, 
Impenetrably dull receives the Stroke. 
Teaz d, but not hurt, he ſtands their utmoſt Spite, 735 
Nor Blows nor Shouts can urge him to return : 
Weak are their Cries, and childiſh is their Might, 
Serene he paſtures on the bladed Corn. 
At length, and ſcarce at length, he deigns to yield, 
| Driv'n ſited with Repaſt ſlow-footing from the Field. 740 
| LXXV. 
The Mus Es knowing all Things, lift not ſhow 
The Wailings for the Dead and Fun ral Rites, 
To blameleſs ETHTIO ANS muſt they go, 


5 


There- 


Ver. 731. A Nluggiſh 45) An Aſs was not always ſuch a Fool of a Beaſt as he 
is now; for other Animals as well as Men degenerate : However, if it might be 


thought too low a Compariſon for a Man, I hope it is not too mean for a Mouſe, 
| Ver. 743. To blameleſs Athiopians] The Gods are repreſented as Feaſting in 

Athiopia before the Scenes of War are open'd in the Liad, and return thither 

| at 


To feaſt with ]ov E for twelve ſucceeding Nights 


%% e R M 8 
Therefore abrupt thus end they — Let fuffice 745 

The Gods auguſt Aſſembly to relate, 3 C19) 
 Heroick FR Os and Demigods of Mice, 


TroxarTEs Vengeance, and PELID ES Fate. 
Hofts routed, Lakes of Gore, and Hills of Slain, 
An IIIA D, Work Divine! rais'd from a Day's Campaign. 750 


at the Cloſe. The A hiopians are ſaid to be Inventors of Pomps, Sacrifices, 
and other Honours paid to the Gods. Macrobius tells us, Jupiter means the 
Sun, and the Number Twelve denotes the Twelve Signs. 

Ver. 750. An Viad) Homer's Iliad does not take up fifty Days; fo that it 
was but a ftrange Complement to a great General, to ſay he had furniſhed 
Matter for an Iiad in one Campaign or half Year. 

Ibid. Work Divine “] Madam Dacier ſeems to have almoſt as much Regard 
for Homer as the Bible, as tho' ſhe were willing they ſhould ſtand or fall to- 
gether; and with Wit equal to her Piety, ſhe proves the Poet blameleſs by 
Texts of Scripture. Nothing could go beyond this, except the Fancy of our 
Countryman, who held Homer and Solomon to be the ſame Perſon. 

I think it proper at my taking leave of my Reader, to acquaint him, there 
is a general Moral runs through this whole Work; which I will not ſuppoſe 
him ſo ignorant as not to diſcern. *Tis of a quite different Nature from the 
above-mentioned Allegories; to which ſort of Beauties may be applied, with 
the Alteration of new into old, that celebrated Couplet, 


This new Way of Wit does ſo ſurprize, 
Men loſe their Wits in wond'ring where it lies. 


NECK 
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NECKwo NOTHING: 
A 
Conſolatory Letter from Mr. Dunton to Mr. C- 
on his being toſs'd in a Blanket, Sc. 


In the YEAR 1716. 


Id cogito quod res eſt, quand eum quœæſtum occeperis, 
Accipiunda & muſſitanda injuria adolgſcentium eft, TER. 
Truth is trueſt Poeſy. Co WIE v. 


By 1-1 that erſt the Glory fad | . 
Of Worthies, who for Mox MOT bled, | 
In Letters black, and Letters red ; 
To Thee, dear Mun, Condolance write, 
A Suff rer from the Jacobite : _ 
For juſt as they were Martyrs, fo 
A Glorious Confeſſor art Thou : 
Ele ſhould this matchleſs Pen of mine 
Vouchſate Thee not a ſingle Line ; 
Nor wave its Politicks for this, 
Its dark and deep Diſcoveries 22 
Nor for a Moment ſhould forbear. 
To charge the F action in the Rear. 

| Could- 
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Could none of thy Poetick Band 

Of Mercenary Wits at hand 

Foretell, or ward the coming Blow, 

From Garret high, or Cellar low * 

Or elle at leaſt in Verſe bemoan 

Their Lord, in double Senſe caſt down? 

Or waſt Thou warn'd, and could'ſt believe 

That Habit fitted to deceive, 

That corner d Cap, and hanging Sleeve ? 

What Proteſtant of ſober Wits | 

Would truſt Folks dreſt like Jeſuits ?' 
And couldift Thou, Mun, be ſuch a Sot 

As not to ſmell a Powder-Plot? 

And looking nine Ways could'ſt not ſpy: 

What might be ſeen with half an Eye. 

What Planet rul'd that luckleſs Day, 

When Thou, by Traitors call'd away, 

Thy haſty hapleſs Courſe did'ſt ſteer 

To fatal Flogging WESTMINSTER ? 

For Hat and Gloves You call d in haſte, 

And down to Execution paſt: 

Small need of Hat and Gloves; I trow; 

Thou might'ſt have left thy Breeches too 


Perhaps 
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Perhaps thy Soul, to Gain inclin d, | 
Did gratis Copies think to find; ne 
Or elſe, miſtaken Hopes I expecte te 
To have at leaſt the Preſs corrected, 
Correction They deſigning were 
More difficult, but better far 51 in 19't 
Tho' whatſoe'er the Knaves intended, + -:.! i 5 
Thourt but corrected, not amendee. | 
T 
The Pirate's frighted from his Trade: 
Tho vengeful Birch fhould flea his Thighs,, 5 
Tho toſs d from Blankets he ſhould riſe, © 
Or ſtand faſt nail'd to Pillories. 
To ſee; thee {mart for Copy-ſtealing, -- 
My Bowels yearn with Fellow-feeling. | 
Have I alone oblig'd the Prefs... 112 121; ot 
With fifteen hundred Treatiſes,  )' 1 5+ 
Printers and Stationers undone,  - , *. + 


— 


A Plagiary in ev ry one? . 
Yet always luckily have ſped. Ag. 
Nor ſuffer d in my Tail or Head. — 
My Shoulders oft have ak d, tis true, 
Misfortune frequent with us Two! 


8 Law 
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Law claims from Thieves and Pamphlcteers, 
Stripes on the Back, and Pain of Ears; 


And Cudgels too a Pow'r derive 

Around our Sides Executive: 

A Pow 'r, tho' not by Statute lent, 

Yet juſtify'd by Precedent. 

But Law or Cuftom does not give 

Such Tyrannous Prerogative, 

Jo turn thy Brains, and then extend 

Their Fury to the nether End. 
By Stripling Tories, Rogues addicted 
Jo arbitrary Conſtitationz; — 


Twas Roms | 'twas downright Perſecution 2 


I ſweat to think of thy Condition 

Before that barb rous Inquiſition. 

Lo! wide- extended by the Crowd, 

The Blanket, dreadful as a Shrowd, 
Yawns terrible, for Thee, poor M UN, 
To ſtretch, but not to ſleep upon. 
Glad woulſt Thou give thy Copics now, 


And all thy golden Hopes forego ; | 


Some 
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And ſcape but once with a whole Rin: 
Yet vain, alas! is thy Repentance, | 
| For Weck or Nothing is thy Sentence. 

How doſt Thou leſſen to the Sight, 
With more than a Poetick Flight ? 
I ken Thee dancing high in Air, 


With Limbs alert, and qui ring there: 


So, whizz d from Stick, Tve ſeen to riſe 
A Frog, ſent ſprawling to the Skies, 


By naughty Boys, on Sport intent. 


Caught ſtraggling from its Blement. | 
This Scene ſome Graver ſhall invite, 


To ſtamp thy Form in Black and White; —- 


Haply in future Times to- grace 
Some ever-open Frontifpiece. | 
With mouldy Veteran Authors ſtale, 
Suſtain d by Packthread and a Rail; 
Where C Rouen, ſweet Story: teller, keeps, 
And Bunyan, happy Dreamer, ſleeps : 
Aloft ſhalt thy Proportion ſhow ; 
of | | v 7 2 


For 
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For ever carv'd on Wooden Plate, 

Shalt hang i tür Air like MAHoOMBT. 

Whate er thine Effigy might do, 

Thy Perſon could not hover ans 42 0 

Happy at WzsTMINSTER for Thee, 

Could'ſt thou have hung by Geometry: 

But ah | the higher Mortals ſoar, +. 

So Fate ordains, they fall the lower A 2c 

With fwifter Rapidneſs down-haſting, 

For nothing violent is laſting, | 80 

With greater Force thy Forehead came, 

Than Engine, or than batt ring Ram; 

Nor Blanket's interpoſing Wool 5 | 

Could fave the. Pavement; or. 3 Scull. 

"This ſure might ſeem enough for once, ohl 

This toſſing up, and tumbling down ſo. _ 

And well thy Stomach might incline - 

To pac without he Wine: 

More See Injuries. : 5 Fe) 
Like Truant, doom d the Laſh to feel 

Thou'rt dragg'd, full fore againſt — 
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To School to ſuffer more and worſe, 
No wonder if you hang an Arſe; 
As thy Poſteriors could foreſee 
Their near- approaching Deſtiny: 
The School, the direful Place of Fate, 
Opes her inhoſpitable Gate, 
Which ne'er had yet ſuch Rigour ſeen, 
| No! not from Bus By s Diſcipline, 
And firſt of all, the cruel Rabble 
Conduct Thee, trembling, to a Table; 
Thy wriggling Corps acroſs they ſpread; 
Two guard the Heels, and two the Head : 
The reſt around, a threatning Band, 
With each his Fa/ces in his Hand, 5 
Dreadful as Roman Lifors ſtand. 
So oft a four-legg'd Cur Tve known, 
By hind Legs and by fore kept down 
To be diſſected, while Phyſician - 
Stands o'er with Weapon of Inciſion. 
The Scene they order to diſcloſe ; 
« Strip, pull his Breeches o'er- his Hoſe $H9 
« Nay, farther, make the Coaſt yet clearer, 
« 'Tho' near the Skirt, the Skin is nearer.” 


— 
PA 
oy IF 
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80 Mid, fo done, they ſbom uncases | 5 


Thy only penetrable Face, 
The Breech, the Seat of Baſhfulneſs: 
As hence we gather, by its Caring 
So very rarely for appearing; 
Not oft its pretty ſelf revealing, 
Devoid of Sight, tho not of Feeling: 
And now upon thy Rump they ſcore thee, 
And pink thy fleſhy Cuſhions for thee. 
Come hold him fair, we'll make him know 
What tis to deal with Scholars — Oh 1 
Quoth Enwuny. — Now, without Diſguiſe, 
Confeſs, quo they, thy Nogueries. 
What makes you keep in Garret high 
Poor Bards ty d up to Poetry ? — 
Tm forc'd to load them with a Clog, 
To make them ftudy.— Here's a Rogue 
Affronts the School; we'll make Thee we it: 
| — Indeed I never meant to do it 
No? didſt Thou not th' Orarion print 
Imperfect, with falſe Latin in't ? 
O Pardon t— No, Sir, have a care, 
Falſe Latin s never pardon d here 


indeed 
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Indeed T'll ne'er do fo again, 
Pray handle me like Gentlemen. — 
Yes, that we will, Sir, never fear it, 
Your Betters have been forc'd to bear it. 
Thus ſhaking the Tyrannick Rod, 
Inſulting thy Backſide they ſtood, 
And with a Laſh, as is their Faſhion, 
Finiſh'd each ſmart Expoſtulation. 

Tho all that can by Man be ſaid, 
Can ner beat Senſe into thy Head, 
Yet ſure this Method cannot fail, 
Quick to convey it to thy Tail. 
As when a Purge, that's upwards ta en, 
| Scours not the ſtubborn Bowels clean ; 
| More ſurely operating Clyſter, 

At t other End they adminiſter. 

I WzsTMINSTER ſo much ſhould hate, 
Had I been jerk'd like Thee thereat, 
Tm fure I ſhould not care at all 

To come ſo near it as the Hall. 
| Haſt Thou not oft enough in Court . 
Appear d, and often ſmarted for't ? 


And doſt thou not, with many a Brand, 

Recorded for a Pirate ſtand ? 

Glad that a Fine could pay th' Arrears, 

And clear-the Mortgage of thy Ears ? 

Then what Relief doſt hope to draw, 

From that which ſtill condemns Thee, Law 

And if from Law no Help there be, 

I'm ſure there's none from Equity: 

Lay Hand on Heart, and timely think, 

The more Thou ſtir ſt, the more Thou'lt ſtink: 

And tho' it ſorely gauls Thee yet, 

Well as Thou can'ft, fit down with it: 

And fince to rage will do no Good, 

Pull in thy Horns, and kiſs the Rod; 

And while Thou can ſt, retreat, for fear mY 

They fall once more upon Thy Rear. 

Tho' tis vexatious, Mun, I . 

To hear the paſſing Truants taunt, 

And ask Thee at thy Shop in Ig 

Which is the Way to WesTMinsSTER? 

Ohl how th' unlucky Urchins laugh'd, | 
To think they'd maul'd Thee fore and aft : 


"8 
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'Tis fuch a ſenſible Affront, 
Why Por will write an Epick on't 
BERNARD will chuckle at thy Moan, 
And all the Bookſellers in Town, 
From Toxsox down to BopvincTon : 
Fleet-Street and Temple-Bar around, 
The Strand and Holborn, this ſhall found ; 
For ever This ſhall grate thine Ear, 
Which is the Way to WESTMINSTER ? 
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Opk upon CHRIST's Crucifixion. 


From the GRE Ex. 


Nough of Pa AN idle Toys; 


| To facred Notes the Lyre apply d, 
Fail the KING the Crucifyd ! 
of Wonders Thou eternal Store : 
O what firſt ſhall I explore? 
Fain would I ſcan, fain would I tell 
. Myſteries unſpeakable, 
2 2 


Change the Strings, and raiſe the Voice, 
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By Man or Spirits bleſt on high, 
How the living Gop could die! 
ITI tell of Love to Creatures Sight 
Fathomleſs and infinite. 
His well-lov'd Son the Father choſe 
Bleeding Ranſom for his Foes ! 
TIl ſing in lofty Strains aloud . 
Triumphs of the bury'd Gov. 
Hell and the Grave are Captives led, 
Death is conquer'd by the Dead 
But hark | from Carvary rebounds 8 
Mixture of affrighting Sounds, _ 
Loud echoing dreadful from ae. 
Of the Slain and of the Slayer, 
That wounds mine Ear! Haſte, quickly 8 
To the M ountain' s Top mine Eye: _—_— 
Him midſt the Three expiring view 3 ; ö : 
How unlike the other Two P 
His gentle Head he meekly bends, 
Wide his ſacred Arms extends ; 
he cruel Nails, his Weight that bear, 
Tear him, faſt ning while they tear. 


This 
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This ſuffer'd, wretched Man, for Thee, 
Without ſuff ring can ſt Thou ſee ? # 
Thick riſe thy Groans, thy Veſture tear, 
Beat the Breaſt, and rend the Hair ; 
The tend'reſt yearning Pangs be thine 
All in Purple ſee him ſhine, — 
Not purchas'd from the T'yx1an Shore, 
Dy'd, alas! with dropping Gore ; 

Part by his bleeding Temples ſhed. teibt 
From the Thorns which pierc d his Head, 
Part from the long-drawn Furrows flowd, 
Which the twiſted Scourge has plough'd. 

High let thy Streams of Sorrow riſe, 
Ope the Fountains of thine Eyes, 

Pour, pour on Earth a guſhing Flood: 
Since, ſo hb'ral of his Blood, 

His vital Drops for Thee He ſpares, 
Can ſt thou, Mortal, grudge thy Tears? 


2 2 2 A 
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„ EPLITAPH 
J. 
" RGYMAN his Labour ends, 
And weary ſleeps at Reſt below ; 
Who, tho his Fortune found not Friends, 
In Perſon hardly knew a Foe. ( 
| II. 
Minding no Buſineſs but his own, 
For Party never loud to ſtrive; 
His Flock not only mourn him gone, 
But even low d him when alive. 
| III. 
A Conſcience clean his Forehead cheer d, 
Vnſour d by Poverty was he; 
And always prais d, tho not „ 
By ev'ry Prelate in the See. 
But Good Men view with ſmall regard 
The Treatment here on Earth they find; 
Secure in Heav'n to meet Reward 
From the Great Biſhop of Mankind. 
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A PIN DARICEK ODE, 


TO THE 
Right Hon. the Earl of Oxford. 
OBS! 


The Marriage of the Lady Margin Hark 
with His Grace the Duke of Portland. 


E: 
H YMNS, Ye Regents of the Lyre, 
Pouring plenteouſſy along, 
Nuptial Friendſhip's hallow'd Fire 
Claims the Torrent of We 11 22 
Hither wing Ye from your gn yangt ho fl 
Spotleſs Faith and Piety. 1% di 
Say, if your Heav'n its Morn diſplays. / 
L eſs beauteous here below. 
Than when the Sun firſt ſpread its Rays 
Five Thouſand Years a 9D df; 
Let thoſe who hate the heerful un Hurt 
To Sink Graves deſcend, 
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And all who facred Marriage light, 
"And Mues Laßt ddd, 0 # 
Inſtant from Mankind remove; 
40 f live that never lo re. 
b 109 9 3 III. N il 4 VA VN 
Pernicious Fable BY 


ood NR rg, gf on 
Lave.teigna the, ſang all were. tönt. 


If Man or Beaſt it wounds. 
The Latian Bard adorns the Shame . | 
Of mad Pare u ã hateful Name,, 1 
And gilds what he anon n IL Ni 
In Fields of Sorrow: ſets to view" ' Lais 


The monſtrous· Falſe, and faithful True, 
And ranges Wives that Husbands 8 BET ee 
With Wives who for them d yd. 
” 
Truth ſuperior drives A ./ 
Thinly wove . Poctick Lies 
Bids well-gromnted'Paiſion ſtay ; 
Deathleſs Conſtaney ſupplie: 
Truth males Wedlock Ip pꝰ/ prove, 
Truth is Duty ant is Lobe? 
0 © z II. When 
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When Love exerts its genuine PoW-r, 
Deduc'd from; Virtue's Springs; 
When Parents Bleſſing, richeſt Dow'r, 
Prevents a future Sting ; 
When mutual Truſt and mutual Vows -/ 
Put all Reſerve to Flight, 1 in 
The Bliſs our mortal State allows 
Attains its utmoſt Height: 
Bliſs the Virtuous and the Chaſte 
Only give and only taſte.. 
Ulnoe zu 6 fie 
When Ax x A grac'd the Throne, 
To BRITAIN juſtly dear, 
She found that Nuptial Love alone 
Could Toils of Greatneſs cheer: | 
Faithful Conſort's friendly Breaſt 
Could lull Imperial Cares to Reſt. 
And ſpotleſs Pleaſure yield : 
Pleaſure She might have ſought in vain 
From Martial Glories of her Reion, 
From Cal E or RAMILLia's Plain, 


Or BIENHEIMu's well-fought Field. 


wh 


I > Chance 
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Chance, the Atheiſt and the Fool 
Call abſurdly to their Aid ; i + | 1 
| Wiſdom always acts by Rule, 
| Who by Chance is happy made? 
Youth and Wiſdom join'd: _ 
Love triumphant over Age. 
ab rome 
Bleſt in hk Los may PoRTLAND's Eyes | 


Ne er weep their Offspring gone 
Much lefs may juſt and bitter Sighs 
Bewail a living Son. 
No | let them view with dear delight 
Their Bloſſoms op ning Prime, 
Matur'd to Virtue's perfect Height 
By Culture and by Time : 
Well rewarded for their Cares, 
Fully anſwer' d in their Pray'rs. 
IB 
Each Virtue of their Line 
Reviv'd again, be known ; 
Nor let th immortal Luſtre ſhine 
In Memory alone : 
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Let Heirs from their diſtinguiſh'd Blood | 

Proſp'rous and healthy, wiſe and good, 
Through ev'ry Age ariſe ; 
Till Seaſons leave the circling Years, 
Till Heav'n diſſolve its radiant Spheres, 
Till Hax LEV's Honour diſappears, | 

And Anna's Glory dies. 


From a Hint in the Minor PozrTs. 


I. 
O! not for Thoſe of Women born, 
Not ſo unlike the Die is caſt; 
For, after all our Vaunt and Scorn, 
How very ſmall the Odds at laſt ! 
II. 
Him, rais'd to Fortune's utmoſt Top, 


With Him beneath her Feet compare ; 
And One has nothing more to hope, 
And One has nothing more to fear. 


Aaa T O 


POEM 8 
An ODE Ws 


James OGLETHORPE, EIA 


Written ſoon after the DeaTH of 
The Lady OGLETHoRPE, his Mother: 
O!] not through. envious Time's continued Courſe 


N Not ev'ry Age degenerates from the paſt ; 
Whether for Toils of War and rugged Force, 

Or Arts, whoſe fair Memorials ever laſt. 

| 1 

Tho' twice the Strength in, DIomeDs appear; 

That Heroes Nerves when HouRR liv'd could ſhow ; 
Tho Tux nus hurl'd a Rock, half-dead with Fear, 

Which Twelve ſelected Romans could not throw. 
. „ 5 

Tho blind M zon19zs unmatch'd diſplays 

His Fire, and PIN DAR ſcarce till CowLEV known - 
Tho' Antients Pyramids and Temples raiſe, 

And Græcians wake to Lite the breathing Stone. 


I. 


IV. When 
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When wild Ocravius, in AuGusTvus loft, 

Bleſs d his IrALIANS with a Golden Reign, 
What Worthies riſe, their Country's happy Boaſt, 
The Dignity of Nature to maintain | 
The Soul's whole Vigour C zs ar's Smiles forth call, 
And glorious Genii round his Empire ſprung ; ; 
Vir RVvius nobly plan d the pillar'd Wall, 
And with immortal Grandeur Maxo ſung. 
8 VI. | 
Again HzsPERIA riſes to Renown, 
And Tyzz R's Sons again bright Honour ſhare, 
When Lo bounteous wore the Triple Crown, 
A better Sov'reign than a Prelate far. 
VII. 
Then Rar HAL all- creating Art appear d, 
Rival to Nature, and ſhall live as long: 
Then from her Trance old Pozsy uprear d, 
| Inſpir d her Vida with a Chriſtian Song. 
VIII. 
Nor wants illuſtrious Names my Country dear, 
Where pious Ax NE and learn d E LIZ A reign'd, 
Aa 2 Lo! 
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Lo! Tuponxs and PLANTAGENETS appear, 
And CHARLES the Martyr conſecrates the Land. 
IX. | 
In STuarT's Age what Merit claims the Lyre, 
While Halcyon Years with cloudleſ Splendor run ? 
See! Jones's Piles immortalize the Sire; 
Hark | Siren DayDEN warbles to the Son. 
X. 
What Heroines attend Bz1TaNN1a's Throne, 
Thy Pencil's Pride, Vanpyxe, or LELy thine? 
Nor OGL E THOR PE with meaneſt Luſtre ſhone, 
But asks the loftieſt and the ſtrongeſt Line. 
: f | XI. 
Auguſtan Court, when OcizTHoRPE was there, 
| Seene of the brighteſt Wits, and brighteſt Eyes 
Among the faireſt not diſown'd for Fair, 
Among the wiſeſt ever own d as Wiſe. 
XII. | 
Her conſtant Soul, unwarp'd by ſunny Rays, 
Convey'd no Poiſon to her Prince's Ear; 
But Truths, while Faction ſtamps, and Cringers gaze, 
She only dar d to ſpeak, and He to hear. 


XIII. "Mong, 
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1 
Mong many faithleſs, ſtrictly faithful found, 
Mong many daily wav ring, ſtill the ſame: 
Prudent to chuſe, and wiſe to keep her Ground, 
Nor brib' d, nor ſooth'd, nor frighted from her Aim. 
| XIV. | 
Heaven's Rod afflictive prov'd her Virtue's Pow'r, 
In Storms as well as Calms too quickly try'd ; 
Sleepleſs She guards her Sov'reign's dying Hour, 
Nor ſtarts a Moment from his honour'd Side. 
CnaRLESs to no Saint his dying Soul commends, 
Nor owns Converſion to the Papal Sway ; 
No Romiſh Prieſt, no HuppDpLESTON attends, 
With uſeleſs Unction, his expiring Clay. 
XVI. | 
"Twas this unfaultring, unappall'd She ſpoke, 
When Ideot Jeſuits ſpur d with headlong Rein. 
But when weak Rulers preſs their Iron Yoke,, 
Sure Way to loſe is meriting to gain. 
XVII. pe 
Thrown from her Place, from Royal Favour thrown, 
A Fall more grievous to a gen rous Mind, 
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This Truth, tho grating, She perſiſts to own, 
And mocks the Violence of th' adverſe Wind. 
5 XVIII. 
When o'er her Maſter's Head the Clouds grew black, 
And proſp'rous WILLIAM reach'd his happy Poſt, 
When Summer Flies by Swarms their Lord forſake, 
She joins uncourtly to the falling Court. 
XIX. 
Can publick Good on private Guilt rely? 
Can worſt Ingratitude from Conſcience ſpring ? 
Then well-paid Veterans from their Chief may fly, 
And penſion d Fav'rites may deſert their King. 
Not wiſe Nass av her ſtubborn Duty charm'd, 
Not all His mighty Spirit Her's controll'd ; 
She ſcorns his Anger, tho with Legions arm'd, 
Rejects his Bounty, and derides his Gold. 
= 24 . 
Fit Conſort for her Spouſe | whoſe Faith unfeign'd | 
While Moxuovrn ſleeps, his Sword undaunted draws, 
When BorHWELL-Bridge rebellious Scots maintain d, 
With Clerks and Captains worthy of their Cauſe. 


ll 10. XXII. Admir d 
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Admir'd and courted by the ſtronger Side, 
To Danger proof, his. ſpotleſs Honour blaz'd ; 
Condemn'd. by Fools, by Sycophants decry'd, 
Rever d by WILLIAM, and by May prais d. 
And Thou, their Heir, with undiminiſh'd Fame 
Tranſmit Hereditary Glory down; 
Let Publick Good thy utmoſt Ardour claim, 
Careleſs of Coxcombs Fleer and Villains Frown. 
XXIV. 
Drag out foul Tyrants to th aſtoniſh'd Light, 
Where human Devils chain'd their Captives hold; 
For legal Liberties unwearied fight, 
Nor leave a Gyve unbroken, tho of Gold. 
In diſtant Climes a ſafe Aſylum give, 
Where friendleſs Want, not Criminals, may run; 
Where Faith Divine and Virtue may revive, 
And flouriſh kindly in another Sun. 
XVI. 
Whether from barb rous Tortures, Mercy fil'd,. 
And Jeſuits Cruelties, they take their way; 
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Or fly, by lawleſs Civil Pow r exil'd, 
Or ſtarve by Stateſmen's Miniſterial Sway. 
XXVII. 
Unchanging Truth thy Parents both demand, 
And Courage nothing mortal can controul: 
Like them in Life, like them too fearleſs ſtand 
In the laſt Conflict of the parting Soul. 
XXVIII 
The duteous Son what piercing Sorrows wound, 
When dying Pangs a Mother's Breaſt aſſail ] 
In Senates, as in Camps, intrepid found, 
Then the Heart trembles, and the Spirits fail! 
Faſt by her Side n ee bid 
To ſee the deareſt Life on Earth _ 
Of filial Love the laſt hard Office paid. 
Thou, Porz, through Sympathy aſſume the Lyre. 


0 
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On HUMILITY. 


I. 
9 I'S not becauſe I ſprung from nought, 
T I bow with Lowlineſs of Thought; 
All but the TRINITY Moſt High 
Was nothing once as well as I. 
7 ' - 
I not becauſe I dwell in Clay, 
Subject to Sickneſs and Decay ; 
This Fleſh if rightly I controul, 
Tis no Pollution to my Soul. 
5 
Tis not becauſe this outward Skin 
Contains unſeemly Stench within; 
Conceal'd tis well, as if all o er 
I breath'd Perfume at ev'ry Pore. 
W 
Tis not becauſe this Carcaſe dead 
Will Worms and Putrefaction breed; 
"Tis well, as if from thence ſhould come 
The Violets and the Roſe's Bloom. 


B b b "OY V. No, 
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| V. 
No, I ſhall ne er deject my Heart 
By thinking on my mortal Part; 
Tho mean, tho baſe, tho vile it be, 
Twill put on Immortality. 
i 
Tis not becauſe dependant here, 
I poorly fill a narrow Sphere: 
To caſt our deſtin'd Lot afide, 
Is not Humility, but Pride. 
TY e 
Tis not becauſe in Life below 
I little act, and little know; 
In Knowledge and in Pow'r there's none 
Unlimited, but Go alone. 
„ © 
What! in Myſelf then can I find 
No Cauſe for Lowlineſs of Mind ? 
Ah, Yes! for Sin what Thought can bear! 
'Tis there E fink! 'tis wholly there 


On 
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On the DEATH of 


A FRIEND, a Diſſenter from the Ch. of England 

A Woman that feareth the Lord, ſhe ſhall be praiſed. 
() Thou, releasd from Fears and Perils now, 

X From Pain and Tumult of the Life below, 

This little Tribute to thy Duſt I pay ; 

Few Tears, but friendly, ſuit a Chriſtian Lay, 

From Him, who ne'er deſign d a Friend as yet, 

Alive or dead, to flatter or forget. 

But faireſt Truth will now no Bluſhes raiſe, 

She runs no Danger from the higheſt Praiſe. 

Open and free, honeſt in Word and Thought, 

She ſhun'd no Queſtions, nor Diſguiſes ſought ; 

No oily Flattery on her Language hung, 

The Heart flow'd genuine from the artleſs Tongue; 
For Truth in unambiguous Speech delights, 

And hates the ever-cautious Hypoerites : 

Wretches of ev'ry Glimpſe of Day afraid, 

Souls under Cloaks, and Minds in Maſquerade. 

True Lord and God her Saviour ſhe believ d, 

Nor Shews of Charity her Faith deceiv'd ; 

Bbb 2 Supreme 
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Supreme with God, Eternal and alone, 

The Son coæval on his Father's Throne, 

Spoke at his Will this univerſal All, 

Call'd us from nought, and rais'd us from our Fall: 

She knew Belief and Practiſe well agreed, 

Nor to obſerve Commandments loſt her Creed. 

For Branches never bear without a Root ; 

Who tears the Vine up to ſecure the Fruit? 
Tho Vice with Unconcern She could not ſee, 

Yet unaffected ſhow'd her Piety ; 

Not caſt in furious Phariſaic Mould 


Ihe Puritannick SHIBBOLETEH of old; 


That ſeem'd all Mirth as Sin to diſavow, 

No formal Frowning ſunk her even Brow, 

As if each Look diſplay' d its Owner's Fate, 

And all that ſmil'd were ſeal'd for Reprobate; 

As awkward Sow'rneſs were a Sign of Grace, 

And ſure Election bleſt an ugly Face: 

As if Hell-fire were always plac'd in view, 

Ordain'd for all Men, but the gloomy Few. 

Her Zeal began at Heav'n, but did not end ; 

True to her Spouſe, her Kindred, and her Friend ; 

Faithful 
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Faithful and tender in Relations Ties, | || 
Cordial to help, and prudent to adviſe. | 
Her Worth Domeſtick let her Conſort tell, | | 
So long who joy d it, and who prov d fo well. 


No ſly Reſerve or loud Debate was there, 

Nor fullen Negligence of Houſhold Care; 

No niggard Murmurs, or profuſe Expence, 

But chearful Thrift, and eaſy Diligence : 

No ſep'rate Purſe her private Sum did hold, 

By ſecret pilf ring from the Market-Gold : 
No Bounty flow'd unknowing to her Spouſe, 

2 The Meeting never robb'd the Counting-Houſe : | 
Always to Want without Injuſtice kind, 20 
Doubling each Alms-Deed when the Husband join d; 
No ſordid Lucre anxious to procure, | 
By grinding Bargains with the helpleſs Poor : 

A Gain few Traders wiſh, She ſtrove to reap, 

From buying dearly, and from felling cheap ; 

Gain, where unfailing Intereſt ſhall be giv'n, 

Since no DixzcToRs fink the Fund of Heav'n. 

To cheer the Wretch ſhe wav'd all Female Pride, 
And oft her own Convenience laid aſide 3 


Nor 
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Nor Silks nor Ornaments alone would ſpare, 
To feed the Hungry, and to clothe the Bare. 
Her Zeal for Church and Country might appear, 


Sometimes miſtaken, never inſincere: 
Our growing Crimes with Terror late ſhe ſaw, 
Leſt publick Guilt ſhould publick Judgment draw ; 
| Left God fo long provok d in vengeful Hour, 
Should grant us to the Hands of wicked Pow'r, 
Our Laws, our Liberties, our Faith to ſell, 
By univerſal Bribes enſuring Hell. 
She fears not now the Tempeſt whiſtling loud, 
Nor Thunder gath'ring in the low-hung Cloud, 
But reſts ſecure from Dangers and from Dread, 
Where Unbelief dare never lift its Head ; 
Where none the Sacred Goſpel dare diſown, 
Nor Fav'rite CLARK R the Sox of Gon dethrone ; 
Where none eſteem the paltry, Dirt of Gold, 
And Truth no longer can be bought os ſold. 
| Oh! had the Saviour me ſo highly grac'd, 
Me, tho unworthy, at his Altars plac'd, 
T' have loos'd che Charms that long her Soul did hold, 
And gain'd the candid Wand rer to his Fold! 
— 8 With 
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With Triumph had I ſeen her then expire, 
Secure of ſome Degrees in Glory higher. 
Now the True Church in Purity She owns, 
Nor ftarts at Biſhop-Angels on their Thrones; 
The one Communion void of Fault deſcries, 
The Film for ever vaniſh'd from her Eyes : : 
Now after Death at leaſt a Convert made, 
Too good for thoſe with whom on Earth ſhe ſtray d. 
Her Teacher's ſelf, as touch'd with inward Shame, 
Avoids the mention of Her lighted Fame; 
To Her no Incenſe, no Applauſe is giv'n, 
Too much a Saint on Earth to reign in Heav'n : 
BRADSHAw and IX ET Ox had their Heav'n panes 
Enthron'd in Bax TENS Everlaſting Reft. 
Amazing Saintſhip 1 T his perhaps You knew, 
And wiſely, Teacher, from the Subject flew : 
Your Place befits not Characters ſo fair; 
Her Faith, her Zeal, her Piety, forbear ; 
Her beſt Memorial is Your Silence There. 


The 
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The BASKET: A Tarr 
| Here flouriſh'd in a Market-Town, 
To Riches born, and Riches grown, 
A Pair, who free from flagrant Strife, 
Had reach'd the middle Age of Life. 
The Man was ſprung of gentle Kind, 
Not ill his Perſon or his Mind ; 
Expert at Fiſhing and at F owling, 
At Hunting, Racing, and at Bowling; 
Nor would he to his Betters yield, 
More in the Houſe than in the Field, 
In Country Dances he had Skill, 
And play d at Whisk, tho' not Quadrille : 
He knew what 'Squire might wiſh to know, Sir, 
But then, hard Fate! he was a Grocer, 
And, ſpite of all his Wife could fay, 


Would ſometimes work, as well as play. 


His Wife was not unworthy Praiſe, 
As Women went in former Days; 
Her Beauty, Envy muſt confeſs, 
Exact her Breeding, and her Dreſs; 
In her own Family ſo good, : 


- The Maſter manag'd as he would : 3 
| When 
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When Jars their Union diſcompoſec, 
Her Paſſion often inward. glows 3 |:15;) 4 
Her Tongue in Anger would ſhe hold. 
And rarely condeſcend to ſcold. 
Her Viddcw not ſhrill, but rather ſweet, 
Her Conduct virtuous and diſcreet: 
In ſhort, all Slander ſhe def. d. 
One only Failing Malice ſpyd, 277 nid r 
One only Fault, but that was Pride! Tis) 
Her Lord's ſuperior in degree, L 3001110 Ic 
As ſomething better born than Her, ein up os 
None equal to herſelf ſhe view d. 
Throughout the ſpacious Neighbourhiood. 
Th' Attorney's Wife, the World allows, 
Brought a large F ortune to her Spouſm 
But then 'twas leſs, as ſhe avers, 981189 Bf 
By full Five Hundred Pounds than Hers. 
Her Hands for Sugars, were too nie a d 
She fainted at the Stink of Spice; 
And fain her Husband would . perſuade _ 
To leave off ſuch a dirty Trade. 61. lob 
For Country Laſſes, by the by, | 
Can ſometime bear their Heads as high | 1 0] 
Yb As 
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As loſtieſt Matrons, who. refide 
In ſtately Manſions of Cheap aue; 
Can be as proud of Dow'r and Birth 
As Cer a Princeſs upon Earth. 
None with our Grocer could compare 
For Trade, each Market was a Fair; 
From whence may gentle Readers know, 
This Thing was acted long age 
( One Day his Rur neſt tan ſo high, 
His Shop ſo throng d with Company, 
80 quick his Cuſtomers Demand, 
He needed more than all his Hands: 


Down comes his. Wife with careleſs- Air, 


But not to help him, never fear; . 
Far be from Her a Thought ſo mean yp 
She came to ſee, and to be ſeen F | 
Nor e er intended to do Good? 


But ſtand r̃th way of them chat would, ban 
That Inſtant in a Seryant comes 203 36 K 


Poſt-haſte, for Spices and for Plumbs, 
Who Home had many a Mile to go; 
The Grocer peeviſh * gan to grow, 

To ſee his Deareſt loiter fo. 


Howe'er 


— — 
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Howe er he mild acooſts her, — Par, \ 
Or give your Help, or go your way. 
In vain he touch'd her on that Ear, 51 
She did not, or ſhe would not hear. 2652 
You ſee the Footman cannot ſta yr, 
Pray lend your Hand the Things to weigh; 
Why otherwiſe did You eome den?: 
She anſw-er d only with a Frown ; ; 
- But ſuch a Frown as ſeem'd t expreſs 
Her Dow'r, her Beauty, and her Dreſs. 1 
Well! ſince you would not weigli the Ware, 
Pray put it in the Basket there. Ha 
dhe turn d her Back without Rejoinder, 
And left her Spouſe to fume behind her. 
Hold, hold! the Things are now put in it, 
I hope you'll do ſo much as pin it. 
When a fourth time her Husband ſpoke, 
The Dame her ſullen Silence broke, 
With very ſhort but full Reply ; 
I pin your Baskets! No, not I! 
Enrag'd he ſnatch'd the Footman's Stick, 
And laid it on her Shoulders quick. + 
ere Amaz d, 


\ 
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Amaz'd, as never ſtruck before 

And feeling much, and fearing more, 

To hinder what might farther come ont, 

She pin d the Basket in a moment. 
The Man troop d off in merry Mood. 
Pleas d with the delicate Conceit Sito vi 1 

To ſee ſo fine a Ladycheatz diy Lo bawmtiog 

He wiſh'd the Deed at Home were done, 

And could not help Compariſon z! i bo 1 

For his own Miſtreſs was as fine OY 9901s I 

As Her that ſuffer d Diſcipline ; 16 +, 

As proud, as high born, and as rich, b r 10 


But not fo continent of Specht 


At Dinner- time the waggilh Knarre 
By Turns was fleering, and was grave; 
Now bites his Lips, and quickly after 
Burſts out un willing into Laughter. 
| Quoth Madam, with, Majeſtick Look, | 
(Who Servants Freedom-could not brook, - nig 
Nor Laughter in her Preſence bear; 
What ails the ſawcy, Fellow there? 


| D 


+, - 
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Does not the Fool his Diſtance know ? 
What makes the Coxcomb giggle ſo ? 
But angry Words and Looks were vain, 
Again he giggles, and again. 
Nay, fays his Maſter, Tom, at leaſt, 
If you muſt laugh ſo, tell the Jeſt ; 
That, if tis worth our joining, we 
In Mirth may bear you Company. 
Tom up and told the Story roundly, 
How a fair Dame was cudgell'd ſoundly. 
Scarce Madam heard the whole Narration, 
Before ſhe fell in monſtrous Paſſion : 
Was ever any thing ſo baſe ? 
At Noon- day! in the Market-place ! 
A Woman ſo well-bred as She! 
Her fortune! and her Family! 
The Husband fain, with ſober Senſe, 
Would curb her Tide of Eloquence 2 
But your true Vixen will, for no Man, 
Forbear defending of a Woman, | 
And, let the Cauſe be bad or good, 
Fights Tooth and Nail for Siſterhood. 
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Her Viſits are among the Beſt | 

No Lady e er was better dreft ! 

And was it proper, pray, that ſhe 

Should touch his naſty Grocery ? 

Not pin the Basket! Beat her for it 

I did not think ſhe would have bore it | 

How could ſhe help it, pray, my Dear ? 

What, do You too the Raſcal clear ? 

A paltry Rogue! a Woman ftrike | 

I think you Men are all alike. | 

Tou now grew merrier, not ſadder, 

Which made his Miſtreſs ten Times madder ; | 

Who ſtarted up in Fury ſtrait, 

And vow'd to break the Raſcal's Pate. 

| Her Husband riſes to aſſuage 

Th' oerbearing Tempeſt of her Rage, 

But happen'd not her Hand to mind, 

And caught the Rap for Tom deſign d; 

Who, not approving of the Jeſt, 

Return'd it ſoon with Intereſt. 

Tom ſaw, in Caſes of that Nature, 

 *Twas dangerous to be Mediator; 
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So ran down Stairs, as was but fitting, 
| And left his Miſtreſs to her Beating. 
| Below-ſtairs was a Kitchen-Maid, 
To whom our Tou had Courtſhip paid; 
Tho ſtrong of Limbs, of Courage ſtout, 
She argued oft ner than ſhe fought ; 
As cool as Heart could well deſire 
For one ſo converſant in Fire. 
Says Mort, Above-ſtairs what's the Matter 2 
I never heard ſo loud a Clatter. 
For fear of ſpoiling his Amour, He 
Was backward to relate the Story, 
Suſpecting much, tho Sweethearts, whether 
By the Ears they might not fall: together. 
I ſhould be ſorry, Mort, to ſee 
A Diff rence riſe twixt you and me; 
"Tis but a Trifle, let it go; 
What ſignifies for You to know ?' 
Nay, then I muſt ſo out it came, 
And put her Womantliood' in Flame: 
She her Reſentment could not Rifle, 
A Trifle ſaid you, Tow? a Trifle 1' | 


E think. 
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I think my Miſtreſs in the Right, 
With Women none but Cowards fight : 
A Gentle woman ſo to maul! 
A brutiſh Fellow after all. 
Quoth Tou, a fore Affront was done him, 
By turning her Backſide upon him. 
Moll thought ſhe ſafely might be ſmart, 
With Priviledge of a Sweet-heart ; | 
Do You excuſe him? very fine | | 
I'd make him kiſs it, were it mine! 
Tou might have let the Matter die, | 
By this time, in Civility ; | 
For if both Sides diſdain to bend, 
How ſhould a Quarrel have an End ? 
But Things, alas ! too far were gone, 
And one Word drew another on, 
Apace their Paſſion higher roſe, 


From Words they quickly fell to Blows ; 
| Honour concern 'd, they both would try for t, 
And both are daring, tho they die fort. 
The Strokes ſo luſtily were laid. 
The Lover and his dear Cook-maid, 
* @ Spite 
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Spite of the mutual Love they boaſted, 
Were both confoundedly rib-roaſted ; 
They box d like any Man and Wife: 
So quick the Progrels is of Strife, 
It matters not how ſmall the Grain, 
If but continual be the Train; 
Sufficient the firſt Spark is found, 
Fire ſudden skims along the Ground, 
And flaſhes Lightning all around. 

The Fact thus plainly laid before ye, 
What is the Purport of the Story ? 
A double Moral may become it, 


And juſtly each may follow from it: 
From hence may Fools the Danger learn 
Of meddling where they've no Concern ; 
And Males and F emales may beware 
Not to adopt another's Jar : 
And thoſe, who will, with half an Eye 
The main Inſtruction may deſcry; 
If you're too weak to win the Field, 
Tis beſt Without a Combat yield : | 
' Whene'er your Husbands pleaſe to ak it, | 
Run! fly! ye Wives, and pin the Basket. 


51 D d d On 
14 . 
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On ſome blaſphemous Diſcourſes on our Saviour's Miracles. 


AIL, Chriſtian Prelates, for your Maſter's Name 
H Expos d by Fool-born Jeſt to grinning Same! 
Hail, Fathers to be envy'd, not deplor d, 
Who (hare the Treatment deſtin'd to your Lord, 
What time his mortal Race on Earth began, 
When firſt the Son of God was Son of Man! 
Behold from Night the Great Accuſer riſe, 
Retouching old, and coining modern Lies ; 
No Slander uneflay'd, no Path untrod, 
To blaſt the Glories of incarnate Gop | 
« An open Enemy to Moszs' Laws; 
« A ſecret Patron of Sa MART As Cauſe; 
« Who dard at Luvr's Race his Curſes ſend, 
The Sot's Companion, and the Sinner's Friend; 
ce Who purpos'd Sion's Temple to o'erthrow, 
« Traitor to Cx SAR, and to Gop a Foe 3 
« Who Wonders wrought by Force of Magick Spell, 
Poſſeſt with Dzmons, and in League with Hell.” 
Remains there aught, ye Pow s of Darkneſs, yet? 
Ves; make your antient Blaſphemies compleat: 
The Sacred Leaves no Prophecies contain, 
« No Miracles, to prove Mzs81 ans Reign.” 5 | 
5 5 * 


To this each ſacred Leaf aloud replies, 

Nor need we truſt our Reaſon, but our Eyes. 
'Tis urg d, his mightieſt Wonders never ſhow d 
c Our Saviour Nature's LoRD, and real Gop.“ 


Whoſe Word commanded Earth, and Sea, and Air, 


Bade gloomy Dæmons to their Hell repair, 

Spoke all Diſeaſes into Health and Bloom, 

And call'd the mould' ring Carcaſe from the TR 

O'er Tyrant Death exerted Godlike Sway, 

And op'd the Portals of Eternal Day. 

Here nobler Myſteries a Sage deſcries, 

The Letter falſe or trivial in his Eyes. 

Suppoſe in ev'ry Act were underſtood 

Some future, myſtick, and ſublimer Good; 

Vet who the Letter into Air refines, 

Deſtroys at once the Subſtance and the Signs, 

Will find the Truth is with the Figure flown, 

Becauſe by Nothing, Nothing is foreſhown ; 

Elſe Lunaticks might deep Divines commence, 

And downright Nonſenſe be the Type of Senſe. 

What wilder Dream did ever Madman ſeize, 

Than — “ Symbols all are mere Non-Entities” ? 
D dd 2 


This 
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This 81o* Hill faſt by the Roots will tear, 
And ſcatter 81N ar's Mountain into Air: 
No Davin ever reignd on JupAu's Throne, 
For DAvI PD ſhadow'd his diviner Son. 
So fair, ſo glorious Light's material Ray, 
That Heaven is liken'd to a cloudleſs Day : 
Embodied Souls require ſome outward Sign, 
To repreſent and image Things Divine. 
All Objects muſt we therefore ſubtilize ? 
And raze the Face of Nature from our Eyes? 
' Diſpute is over, the Creation gone, 

In Noon-day Splendour we behold no Sun. 
| Thus, faſt as Pow'r Almighty can create, 
May Frenzy with a Nod annihilate. 5 
No Marks of foul Impoſture then were known, 
The Cures were publick, to a Nation ſhown : 
And who, the Facts expos'd to ev'ry Eye, 
If falſe could credit, or if true deny ? 
While Thouſands liv'd, by Miracle reſtor d, 
Heal'd by a Touch, a Shadow, or a Word! 
Denial then had ſhocking prov'd and vain ; 
But now the Serpent tries another Train, 

To 
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To Turns and Doubts and Circumſtances flies, 
And groundleſs, endleſs May-be's multiplies. 
Now ev'ry idle Queſtion dark appears, 
Obſcure by Shade of Seventeen-hundred Years, 
Which then each Ignorant and Child muſt know, 
And ev'ry Friend reſolve, and ev'ry Foe. 
No Trace of poſſible Deceit was there: 
Would thoſe, who ſpilt his Blood, his Honour ſpare ? 
When Prejudice and Int'reſt urg'd his Fate, 
And Superſtition edg'd their keeneſt Hate, 
When evry Footſtep was beſet with Spies, 

And reſtleſs Envy watch'd with all her Eyes; 
When Jewiſh Prieſts with HERO DO Courtiers join d, 
And Pow'r, and Craft, and Earth, and Hell combin d. 
Speak, CAlrRHAs, thy Prophecy be ſhown, 
He dy'd for ISRAEL Sake, and not his own! 
PILAr E ariſe] his Righteous Cauſe maintain, 

And clear the inju rd Innocent again. 

Truth fixt, Eternal ſtands, and can defy 
Time's rolling Courſe to turn it to a Lie. 
Muſt ev'ry Age the once-heard Cauſe recall, 
Replacing I xs us in the Judgment-Hall, 


398 POEMS 

Cite living Witneſſes anew to plead, = 
And raiſe from Duſt the long-ſepulchred Dead ? 
That Fools undue Conviction may receive, 
And thoſe, who Reaſon ſlight, may Senſe believe, 
Thoſe, who the Teſt of former Ages ſcorn, 
(For Men were Ideots all till they were born) 
Whoſe Strength of Argument in This we view, 
Tis fo long fince, perhaps it is not True. 

Ve Worthies, in the Book of Life enroll'd, 
Who nobly fill'd the Biſhops Thrones of old; 
Ye Prieſts, on ſecond Thrones, who, true to God, 
By Tortures.and by Death your Prieſtcraft ſhow'd ; 
Ye Flocks, diſdaining from the Fold to ſtray, 

Still following where your Paſtors led the Way, 
| Whoſe Works thro' length of Years tranſmitted come 
Eſcap'd from Gorx1cx Waſte, and Papal Rowe, 
Juſtly renown'd ! behold, how Malice tries 

To blaſt your Fame, and vex your Paradiſe | 

Let Hereticks each human Slip declare, 

And ridicule the Teſt they cannot bear : 
To theſe what modiſh Ignorance ſucceed ! 

And Fops, your Writings blame, who cannot read. 


Theſe 
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Theſe open Enmities to Glory tend; 
The Wound ſtrikes deeper from a ſeeming Friend. 
Let Deiſts Refugees your Fame oppoſe, 

And Du re Profeflors lift themſelves your Foes : 
But ah | let none aſperſe with vile Applauſe, 

And quote with Praiſes in the Devil's Cauſe ; 

In gleaning Scraps bade Diligence employ, 

The Tenour of your Doctrines to deſtroy ; 


Make you your much-loy'd Lord and God deride, 


For whom you Saints have liv d, and Martyrs dy d, 
Yet fo purſued by Love-diflembling Hate, 
You fill the Meaſure of your Maſter's Fate- 
Glory to J=8v |! the Blaſphemer cries ; 
But glaring Malice mocks the thin Diſguiſe. 
Iscartor thus falſe Adoration paid, 
Haird when he ſeiz d, faluted and betrayd. 
May ]zsus' Blood diſcharge ev'n this Offence, 
When waſh'd with Tears of timely Penitence ! 
Eer yet Experience fad Aſſent create, 
Convince in Earneſt, but convince too late 
Eer yet, deſcended from diſſolying Skies, 
To plead his Cauſe Himſelf ſhall Go ariſe. 
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Then Scorn muſt ceaſe, and Laughter aſt be o er, 
And witty Fools reluctantly adore. 

So, as authentick old Records declare, 

(If paſt with future Judgment we compare) 
Poſſeſt with frantick and dæmoniac Spleen, - 
Apoſtate JoL1an ſcoff'd' the NAZARENE; 
His keeneſt Wit'th' Imperial Jeſter tries, 
Sure to his Breaſt the "vengeful Arrow flies 
He, while his Wound with vital Crimſon ſtreams, | 


Proud in Deſpair, Confeſſes and — o 0 


Impious, but Unbelieving now no oc, o 
He owns the ane b N DM oy 10 Th 


T You FOR? but che Moral 135 Tale does unfold lig 


Tho the Story be antient, twill never be old. : 


With the Wiſe and the Good, Jeft will do ybu no hurt, 
| But the Fool or the Knave makes you pay for your Sport. 


In the merry brave Days of glorious Queen:Bxss, re 
When your Men of much Senſe fear d not thoſe that had 
Twas the Cuſtom of Courtiers to keep a poor Fellow, 


leſs; 


Who ſhould joke by Commiſſion in Red, Green, and Yellow ; 


Who 
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Who for one thing or other did moſt People fit, 
Some were pleas'd with the Garb, and ſome laugh'd at the Wit. 
A Noble puff'd up, with his Pockets well ſtor d, 
Not as WALSINGHAM wiſe, but as fine as a Lord, 
Made a Viſit, bedaub'd with Embroidery all, 
Where a Fool was unluckily fate in the Hall. 
Not the Rainbow, when brighteſt, more gorgeous could ſhone, 
Nor a Belle on a Birth-Night, nor Bridegroom a Beau. 
Welcome Brother, cries Motley, I fee by the Hue 
Of your Clothes what you are; Pray, Sir, whoſe Fool are You? 
To this anſwer d my Lord in a peſtilent Fume, 
See him puniſh'd before I ſtir out of the Room; 
I wonder you'll keep theſe pied Raſcals, I hate em, 
"Tis mere Scandalum this, I can tell you, Magnatum. | 
So the Maſter his Orders was fain to diſpatch, 
The poor Knave ſhould be whip'd at the Buttery-Hatch. 
Execution was done, and he back was convey d 
On his Knees to beg Pardon for what he had ſaid. 
So with ſhrugging his Shoulders, and Tears in his Eyes, 
Strait down on his Marrow-bones falling, he cries, 


TIl neer call You Fool more; but Lord Czcir, I trow, 


Would have ſcarce had me whip'd for the calling Him ſo! 
Eee To 
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Which comes, according as you uſe your State, 


Ccept, my Friend, this Scrawl 5 Offence, 


Nor call it (tis but once) Impertinence; 


Or to condole, or to congratulate. 
Nothing but Truth without Dif guiſe is here, 
My Words as open, as my Thoughts ſincere. 
I ſpeak not now as from the Sacred Gown, 
Not in my Maſter's Name, but in my own; 
Nor claim I Pow'r from Nature's fancy d State 
To rule my Rulers, and controll the Great; 
Nor dream that in my Brain there Knowledge lies 
To make the hoary Senator more wiſe: 

But You are young, and may receive from me 
Maxims, I'm ſure, of Good; I think, of Policy. 
A riſing Sun your Morning Landskip gilds, 
And glorious Hope the magick Proſpect yields: 
As yet you'll ſcarce believe that Shows fo fair 

Can end in defart Rocks and empty Air; 


Yet there they'll end > 
Unleſs 
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Unleſs You quit the Path by Crowds purſu d, 
Dare to be Juſt, and to be Great be God; 
Be True! nor ſeek the Mazes of Deceit, 
The ſubtle Windings of the abject Great: 
This Rule in Words and Acts and Looks purſue, 
This firſt, this laſt, this middlemoſt, Be True! 
If Friends or Factions for your Reaſons call, 
Or ſpeak the real Truth, or not at all : 
This only Choice can honeſt Virtue have, 
Betwixt the blabbing Fool and lying Knave. 
All ſeeming ſpecious Likelihoods forego, 
Which might have been the Caſe, but were not ſo. 
Who dares to vent in Earth's and Heaven's Eye 
A formal grave premeditated Lie, 
Is ſure a Raſcal, tho a Lord may claim 
An uſeful Priviledge to ſecure his Fame. 
That yet to double Meanings You may bow, 
No Moraliſt but Jeſuits will allow: 
No Gold, no Pow'r, no Machiavilian Skill, 
Can change the ſtubborn Bounds of Good and III; 
They mock the ſtrongeſt Arms againſt them _ 


And ſcorn to be repeal'd by Parliament. 
Eee 2 f Beware 
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Beware of Jeſt, it leaves a deadly Sting ; 
Your Fame, your Country, is a ſerious Thing. 
Men oft with Patience will the Stroke endure, | 
Who ne' er forgive the Wantonneſs of Pow'r ; 
When Peace or War perhaps before them lies, 
To ſneer and joke our Patriots will ariſe, 
So PinxzETHMAN in Grief can Laughter raiſe, 
By Dint of his impenetrable Face ; 
And yet, like partial Judges as we are, 
We hiſs the poor Buffoon, but clap the Senator. 
Nor truſt too little nor too much your Head, 
Nor prone to follow, nor reſolv'd to lead: 
Conſider Things from Circumſtances clear, 
Without the Part which You yourſelf may bear: 


Or think how fine your darling Schemes would ſhow, 


If manag' d by a Rival, or a Foe : 

Leſt by Self-Love your Judgment be betray'd, 
Or ſlide, by wild Ambition giddy made, 

Or fall, by factious State or bloodier Envy ſway d. 
If once this Maxim to your Aid you call, 
« Sincere Intention can atone for all,” 
Virtue farewell | 'twill Wrong convert to Right, 
And waſh the darkeſt Ethiopian White : 
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No more your Eyes will with Abhorrence view 

Sicilian Even-Song, or Paris Barthol mew. 

But know, how great ſocer your Actions aim, 

A Nation's Welfare, or a Monarch's Fame, | 

If &er your Courſe from ſteady Virtue leans, 

The End can never juſtify the Means. 

N o Bribes, no Tricks, no Violence is allow'd, 

No private Knavery for the Publick Good. 
As Demonſtration fure is what I tell, 

Tho' H-—y may diſpute, or MACHIAVEL., 

In ſhort, deſert the Path by Crowds purſu'd, 

Dare to be Juſt, and to be Great be Good. 

For once believe a Politician's Voice, 

Hear dying WoLsty when he mourns his Choice, 
A Great Vain Man | 5 

Or view your much-lov'd SO MME RS ſoon decay d, | 

Surviver of himſelf, a human Shade : 

Or let your pitying Eye on M ARLBROUGH fall; 

What boots the GERMAN ſav'd, or routed Gaul 

Weigh well that boaſted, that immortal Man, 

And then be proud of Greatneſs if You can! 

Long ſtood I wav'ring, leſt my Words might ſeem 


a unexperienc'd Viſionary's Dream 
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At length reſolv d, for ka i I to fear? 
A Frown I dread | not, and deſpiſe a Sneer : 


Thus my Concern if not 2 Wit I Il ſhow, 
And if it can be uſeful, — Be it fo. 


HezExIan's Thankſgiving for his Recovery 
from Sickneſs : Ifaiah 38. 
: PINDARIGEA- OD E. 
I. 
Said, when vig'rous Health was flown, 
I And Gop the Sentence gave, 
My Life deſcends to Darkneſs down, 
The Portals of the Grave : 
Stopp'd th' unfiniſh'd Courſe appears, 
Loſt my Reſidue of Years. 
II. 
Ne er ſhall again my living Eye 
See the Majeſty on high; 
In his Courts, as heretofore, 
Behold the Face of Gop no more; 
View his glorious Cloud divine 
Oer the Ark and Cherubs ſhine. 
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III. 
To Earth's Inhabitants adieu, - 

And Converſe of the Sons of Men: 
Here cloſe my troubled Days and few, 
Nor Mark remains that J have been. 

The Shepherd Swain, as ſhifts the Wind, 
Removes his Tent, no Footſteps Trace we find, 
The tranſitory Shade has left no Print behind, 

| | - 
Eer half the Age of Man complete, 

I find an early Doom, 

Cut like a Web, imperfect yet, 

In Anger from the Loom: 
Pining Sickneſs ends my Days, 
Gop commands, and Death obeys, 
RY oo cm”, 

In Shade of Night and Death I lye, 
Counting Minutes as they fly, 
Ling ring fly with ſlow Delay, 

As doubtful to renew the Day. 
Nature glad the Morn ſhall ſee 

' Riſe, but never riſe to Me. 


* « | 


III. Before 
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„ 

Before the Stars their Sway reſign, 

My Life enfeebled muſt depart; 


For, Oh ! this inſtant Wrath Divine 


In ſunder rends my bleeding Heart: 
My Spirit leaves the mangled Clay, 


| My Bones all broke the Venger's Might diſplay : G 
So the fierce Lion tears his unreſiſting Prey. 


. 
Yet unexpected Dawn aroſe, 
And ſhed a cheerleſs Light; 
Which ſtill my boding Fears ſuppoſe 
Would ſet in deadly Night, 
Eer returning Ev'ning Shade 
Timely Reſt to Man convey d. 
5 I. 
The Crane deſerted and alone, 
Pours a melancholy Moan; 
Flitting low in wintry Skies, 
The ſolitary Swallow flies; 
Murm ring through the lonely Grove, 


© Sadly cooes the widow'd Dove. 


III. Mine 
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„ | 
Mine Eyes with looking upward fail, 
With vain Expectance of Relief; 
Thy Pow'r, O Lozp, can yet avail, 
Can heal the moſt obdurate Grief. 
Proſtrate to Duſt my Soul is bent, Ss © 
Nor Death nor Hell thy Purpoſe can prevent, 
All Impotence am I, but Thou Omnipotent. 
„ 
Alas | 'tis He demands my Tears, 
"Tis He directs the Blow; | 
Whence grov'ling droop my tedious Years | 
In Hopeleſſneſs of Woe ? 
He, whoſe World-creating Call 
Spoke forth Nothing into All. 
IL 
O Loxy, T hy pow y rful Words beſtow 
Life on mortal Man below; 
Spirit, from Corruption free, 
Exiſts dependantly on Thee: 
Thy Commands, that all controll, 
Speak Recovry to my Soul, | 
Fff . 


For Peace my. Bi erneſs was great, 
Yet Love Thou deigneſt to. diſplay; 
My Life deliw ring from the Pit, 
That turns our Earth to common Clay: 
Thy Mercy hears my plaintive Cries, 
My paſt Miſdeeds no more in Judgment riſe, 
And all my num'rous Sins are vaniſh'd from Thine Ey 
No Tongue thy Glory, Lozn, diſplays 
In Death's eternal Gloom 22 
But dark Oblivion all muſt raze 
Inhabiting the Tomb: 
There no Place for Song remains, 


Speechleſs Silence ever reigns. 
Il. \ 

Thy Truth have living Saints receiv d, 

There unheard and unbelier d; 

Thither Hope can ne'er deſcend, 
For Life and Hope together end. 

After Death no Heirs we have, 

All are childleſs in the Grave. 

E III. The 
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71 The Living ſhall thy Mercy ſing 
The Living chant their joyous Las; 
* W + 4m» Py I F441 
The Father with the Son ſhall bring | 
The joint Thank-Offering' of their Praiſe; „ 


As J to-day: This let my Son, © 
And each fucceeding Heir of Davis erben, of 
Tranſmit -with ſcepter d Rule hereditary down. iy 
I. 
The Gop of Daviv, Nature's Lord, 
Attentive heard my Pray r; x 
JzHovan, gracious by his Word; 2720 


Did raiſe me from Deſpair: 
Now my Terrors all are ot, 
Death is dreadful now no more. 

II. 
Therefore, my Soul, aloud proclaim 
Praiſe to th Everlaſting Name; 


Tell in ſacred Hymns my Joy, 
And ev ry Inſtrument employ ; 

Lead the vocal Quire to ſing, 

Wake to Harmony the String. 
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„ 
Within his Temple's hallow'd Gate, 
My Gov inceſſant Ill adore, 
Thoſe happy Courts divine, which late 
I thought alive to ſee no more. 
As Incenſe there my Voice III raiſe, 
In grateful Anthems ſpend my added Days, 
And yield my lengthen d Life a Sacrifice of Praiſe, 


Errors which hurt the Senſe or Verſe, the Reader is defired to correct as follows. 
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